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DRAM ATITIS PERSON. 
At COVENT- GARDEN, 1771. N 
nm . 
Aimxvell, 5 Two Gentlemen of } Mr. Begſſey. 
Archer, broken Fortunes, F Mr. Smith. 
Sullen, A Country Blockhead, Mr. Gib/or. 
Freeman, A Gentleman from London, Mr. Du Bellamy. 
Foigar d. A French Prieſt, Mr. Barrington, 
Gibbet, A Highwayman, Mr. Garaner. 


Hounſlow and Bag ſhot, his Companions. L, 
Boniface, Landlord of the Inn, Mr. Dunſtall. 

Scrub, Servant to Mr. Salle, Mr. Shuter. 
Bounce, Mr. Morris. 

WOMEN. 
12d (An old, civil, Country 
2%, 2 Gentlewoman, that C Mrs. Ferguſon. 

Bountifub,. cures all Diftempers, | 
Dorinda, L. Jountiful's Daughter, Mrs. Mattecks. 

Mrs. Sullen, Her Daughter-in-law, Miſs O' Arey. : 
Giz/ev, Maid to the Ladies, Miſs Davies. . 
Cherry, Benface's Daughter, Miſs Ward. 


— a n — — 
At DRURY-LANE, 1771. 
Scrub, Mr. Parſons. 
Archer, Mr. Xing. 
Ainrwell, Mr. Packer. 
Sullen, Mr. Burton, 
Boniface, Mr. Lowe. 
Feigara, Mr. Moody. 
Gibbet, Mr. Branſby. 
Freeman, Mr. J. Aichen, 
3 Dorinaa, . Mrs. Reddiſb. 
2 Lady Bountiful, Mrs. Cræſ. 
i _ Cherry, Miſs Pope, 
4 | Mrs. Sallen, 
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A weed that has to twenty ſummers ran, 


Let Juch as Nature forws you ev'ry hour 3 


For fool are made for jefts to men f . 


PR OL OG U E. 


Spoken by Mr. WILKS. | 
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2 F N firife di habe.” or Toth corrupts an age, 
Keen ſatire is the buſineſs of the flage. © 
When the Plain Dealer writ, he laſh'd tho/e crimes. 
Which then infe/t:zd moſh ——the modiſb times © 
But now when faction flreps, and floth is fed, 
And all our youth in active fields are bred; 


When thre GREAT BRITAIN's fair extenſiue Found, 


The trumps of Fame, the notes of UNION jound ; 
Wen ANN A's {ceptre points the laws their courſe, 
And her example gives ber precepts force; 

There ſcarce is room fer ſatire; all our lays 

Muft be, or ſongs of triumph, or of praiſe. 

But as in grounds beſi cultivated, tares 

And poppies riſe among the golden ears; 

Our product fo, fit for the field or ſchool, 
Muſt mix with Nature's favourite plant ——=a foe), 


Shoots up in flelk, and vegetates to man. 
Simpling our author goes from field to field, 
And culls fach fools as may diverſion yield : 
And, thanks to Nature, there's no avant of thoſe, * 
For rain or ſhine, the thriving coxcomb grows. 
Follies to-night ay Jſhew ne er 1 before, 


Nor can the pichuris give a juſt offence, + 
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Deſign'd to be ſpoke in the Beaux Stratagem. 


[ F ta our play your judgment: can't be kind. 
Let its expiring author pity find; 

Survey its mournful caſe with melting eyes, 
Nor let the bard be damm d before he dies. 
Forbear, ye fair, on his laſt ſcene to frown, 
But his true Exit with a plaudit crown; 

Then ſhall the dying poet ceaſe to fear 

The dreadful knell, while your applauſe he hears. 
At LeuQra /o Ibe congu'ring Theban 4% d, : 
Claim'd bis friends praiſes, but their tears deny d: 
Plea d in the pangs of death, he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with los of life but cheaply bought. 


The diff rence this, the Greek was one wou'd fight; 


As brave, th trot Jo gay as ſerjeant Kite: 


Ye ſens of Will's, avhat's that to thoſe who write 


To Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his bays, 
You may the bard above the hero raiſe, 
Since yours is greater than Athenian praiſe. 
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BEAUX STRATAGEM. 
PTSSASISATSASTISTSSTSSUTUSS 
ILY k- 
| SCENE, 4 Inn. 
Enter Boniface running. 


| 1 [Bar bell rings. 
Bn, Hamberlain, maid, Cherry, daughter Cber- 
y; all aſleep, all dead? i 
Enter Cherry, running, 
Cher, Here, here. Why d'ye bawl fo, 
father > D'ye think we have no ears! | 
Bon, You deſerve to have none, you young minx :— 
the company of the Farrington coach has ftood in the 
hall this hour, and nobody to ſhew them to their 
chambers. 9 
Cher. And let em wait, father; there's neither red- 
coat in the coach, nor footman behind it. 
= But they threaten to go to. another inn to- 
night, 
Cher. That they dare not, for fear the coachman 
. ſhou'd overturn them to morrow. [ Ringing.] Coming, 
coming: here's the Loxdon coach arriv'd. 
B 4 Enter 
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Enter ſeveral people wwith trunks, band-boxes, with other 


luggage, and crojs the flage, 

Bon, Welcome, ladies. 

Cher. Very welcome, gentlemen, — Chamberlain, 
ſhew the Lies and the Roe. [Exit av77þ the company, 
Enter Aimwell in a riding habit. Archer as ſootman, 

carrying à portitanteau. 

Ben. This way, this way, gentlemen. 


Aim. Set down the things; go to ie No, and ſee 
my horſes well rubb'd. 


Arch. I ſhall, Sir. [ Exit, 
Aim. You're my landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 
Ben. Yes, Sir, I'm old Will. Boniface, * well 


known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 


Aim. O! Mr. Boniface, your ſervant. 


Bon. O! Sir What will your honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the ſaying is? 


Aim. 1 have heard your town of 1 :tc>fie!d much fam'd 


for ale; I think I'll taſte that. 


Bon. Sir, 1 have now in my cellar ten tun of the beft 
ale in Staferd/vire + "tis ſmooth as oil, ſweet as milk, 
clear as amber, and ſtrong as brandy, and will be juſt 
fourteen years old the fifth day of next March, old 
ſtyle. 

4. Vou're very exact, I find, in che age of your ale. 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the age of my 


children: I'll ſhew you ſuch ale. — Here, tapſter, broach 


number 3700, as the ſaying is. Sir, you ſhall taſte. 
my anno demini =——— I have liv'd in Litchfield, man and 
boy, above eight-and- fifty years, and, I believe, have 
not conſumed eight-and- fifty ounces of meat. 

Aim. At a meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
ſenſe by your bulk. 

Bon. Not in my life, Sir: I have fed purely upon 
ale; I have eat my ale, drank my ale, and I always 
Heep upon ale. 

Enter Tapſter «vith a zankard. 
Now, Sir, you ſhall fee [ Alling it cut]. Your worſhip's 
health: Ha! delicious, delicious — fancy it Burgundy, 


only fancy it, and 'tis worth ten ſhillings a quart. 


Aim. [drinks] Tis confounded ſtrong. 


Ben. Strong! It muſt be ſo, or how wou'd we be 
ſtrong that drink it ? 
i 
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Aim. And have you lived ſo long upon this ale, 
landlord ? 

Bon. Eight-and-fifty years, upon my credit, Sir; 
but it kill'd my wife, poor woman! as the ſaying 18. 

Aim. How came that to paſs? 

Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 
ale take its natural courſe, Sir ; ſhe was for qualifying 
it every now-and-then with a dram, as the ſaying is; 
and an honeſt gentleman that came this way from J1re- 
land, made her a preſent of a dozen bottles of uſque- 
baugh — but the poor woman was never well after : 
but, however, I was obliged to the gentleman, you 
Kno W. 

Ain. Why, was it the uſquebaugh that kill'd her ? 

Bon. My lady Bountiful ſaid fo 
did what could pe done; ſhe cur'd her of three tympa- 
nies, but the fourth carried her off; but ſhe's happy, 
and l'm contented, as the ſaying is. 

Aim, Who's that lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? 

Ben. Ods my life, Sir, we'll drink her health 
[arinks]. My lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of wo- 


men: her laſt huſband, Sir Charles Bountiful, left her 
worth a thouſand pound a year; and, I believe, ſhe lays 


out one half on't in charitable uſes for the good of her 
neighbours ; ſhe cures rheumaciſms, ruptures, and bro- 
ken ſhins in men; green ſickneſs, obſtructions, and fits 
of the mother in women; the king's evil, chin-cough, 
and chilblains i in a : in ſhort, ſhe * cured more 
people in and about Litchfield, within ten years, than 
the e have kill'd in twenty, and that's a bold 
WOT 


Ain:, Has the lady been any other way uſeful in her 
generation? 


Bon, Ves, Sir, ſhe has a daughter by Sir Charles, 


the fineſt woman in all our county, and the greateſt for- 
tune: ſhe has a ſon too, by her firſt huſband, *iquire 
Sullen, who married a fine lady from London t other day; 
if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his health. 

Aim. What ſort of a man is he? 


Ben. Why, Ar. the man's well enough; ſays little, 


thinks leſs, and does— nothing at all, faith: but he's a 


man of great eſtate, and values no body. 
Aim, A ſportſman, I ſuppole ? 


B 5 Bon. 


She, good lady, 
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Bor. Yes, Sir, he's a man of pleaſure ; he plays at 
whiſt, and ſmoaks his pipe eight-and-forty hours toge- 
ther ſometimes, | +. 

Aim. A fine ſportſman, truly! And marry'd, you 
fay ? „ 

"You Ay, and to a curious wom n, Sir.,——But he's 
He wants it here, Sir. [Pointing to his forehead. 
Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none of my buſineſs; he's my landlord, 
and ſo a man, you know, wou'd not — But I cod, 
he's no better than — Sir, my humble ſervice to you. 
Drinks. ] Tho? I value not a farthing what he cair do to 
me; I pay bim his rent at quarter-day; I have a good 
running trade; I have but one daughter, and I can give 


Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface ; pray, what 


other company have you in town ? 


Bon. A power of fine ladies; and then we have the- 
French officers. | 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of thoſe 
gentlemen : pray, how do you like their company ? 

Bon, So well, as the ſaying is, that I cou'd wiſh we 
had as many more of 'em; they're full of money, and 
pay double for every thing they have ; they know, Sir, 
that we paid good round taxes for the taking of 'em, 
and ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little: one of 
'em lodges in my back, 

Enter Archer. 

Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French gentlemen 
below that aſk for you. 

Bon. Vl wait on 'em Does your maſter ſtay long 
3n town, as the ſaying is, [To Archer. 

Arch. I can't tell, as the ſaying is. : 

Bon. Come from London? 
| Arch. No. | | 

Bon. Going to London, may hap ? | 

Arch. No. 

Bon. An odd fellow this! [Par bell rings.} IT beg 
your worſhip's pardon, I'll wait on you in half a 
minute. |  [Exite 

Aim, The coaſt's clear, I ſee. Now, my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfeld. 


Arch. I thank thee, my dear brother in iniquity. 
| | Aim. 


Ng. 
er. 
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Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave canting ; you need 
not change your ſtile with your dreſs. 


Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimavell, for tis ſtill my 


maxim, that there's no ſcandal like rags, nor any crime 


ſo ſhameful as poverty. Men muſt not be poor; idle- 
neſs is the root of all evil; the world's wide enough, 
let 'em buſtle: Fortune has taken the weak under 
her protection, but men of ſenſe are left to their in- 
duſtry. 

Aim. Upon which topic we proceed, and, I think, 
luckily hitherto. Would not any man ſwear now that 
Jam a man of quality, and you my ſervant, when if 
Our intrinſic value were known 

Arch. Come, come, we are the men of intriaſic vides 
who can ſtrike our fortunes out of ourſelves, whoſe 
worth is independent of accidents in life, or revolutions 
in government: we have heads to get money, and hearts 
to ſpend it. 

Aim. As to our hearts, T orant ye, they are as willing 
tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can have no 
great-opinion. of our heads from the ſervice they have 
done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought us from 
London hither to Litchfield, made me a lord, and you my | 
ſervant; 

Arch. That's more than you cou'd expo already,— 
But what money have we left? 

Aim. But two hundred pounds. 

Arch. And our horſes, cloaths, rings, &c, Why, we 
have very good fortunes now for moderate people; and 
let me tell you, that this two hundred pounds, with the 
experience that we are now maſters of, is a better eitate 


than the ten thouſand we h:ve ſpent, ——- Cur friends, 


indeed, began to ſuſpect tha: our pockets were low; but 
we came off with flying colours, ſnewed no ſign; of 
want either in word or deed, 

Aim. Ay, and our going to Bras was 2 good pre- 
tence enough for our fudden diſappearing; and, I 
warrant you, our friends i imagine that we are gone a 
volunteering, 


Arch, Why, *faith if this project fails, it maſt e'en 


come to that. 1 am for venturing one of the hundreds, 


if you will, upon this knight errantry ; but in caſe it 
B 5 ſnould 
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ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome 
counterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, in a blaze. 
Aim, With all my heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Archer ; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our fortunes, 
but that we have enjoy'd 'em. 

Arch. Right; ſo much pleaſure for ſo much money ; 
we have had our penny-worths; and had 1 millions I 
would go to the ſame market again. O London, London ! 
Well, we have had our ſhare, and let us be thankful ; 
paſt pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt ; ſuch we are 
ſure of: thoſe to come may diſappoint us. But you 
command for the day: — At Norrizgham, you Know, I 
am to be maſter. 

Aim. And at Lincoln, ] again, | 

Arch, Then, at Noravich I mount, which, I think, 
ſhall be our laſt ſtage ; for, if we fail there, we'll em- 
bark for Holland, bid adieu to Fenus, and welcome Mars. 

Aim. A match! [ Enter Boniface] Mum, 

Bon, What will your werlklp pleaſe to have for 
ſopper ? 

Aim. What have you got! ? 

Ben. Sir, we have a delicate piece of beef in the pot, 
and a pig at the hire, 

Aim, Good ſupper-meat, I muſt confeſs, I can't 
eat beef, landlord, 

Arch, And I hate pig. 

Aim, Hold your prating, Sirrah Do you know who 
you are? [ A/ige, 

Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elle; I have every 
thing in the houſe. 

Aim, Have you any veal : 

Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate loin of veal on 
Medneſday laſt. 

Ain. Have you got any fiſh, or wild fowl ? 

Bon, As for fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland town, 
and indifferently provided with fiſh, that's the truth 
on't; but then for wild-fowl ! —— we have a delicate 
couple of rabbets. 

Aim. Get me the rabbets fricaſſeed. | 

Bon. Fricaſſeed ! Lard, Sir, they'll each much better 
ſmother'd with onions, | 

Arch, Pſhaw ! Ret your onions. 


Aim. Again, Sirrah ! === Well, landlord, what you Ry 


pleaſe ; 


- — —— ———— 
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pleaſe : but hold, I have a ſmall charge of money, and 
your houſe is ſo full of ſtrangers, that I believe it may 
be ſafer in your cuſtody than mine; for when this fellow 
of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing.- Here, Sirrah, 
reach me the ſtrong box. 
Arch, Yes, Sir.. This will give us reputation. 
[ Aide, Brings the box. 
Aim. Here, landlord, the locks are ſealed down, 
both for your ſecurity and mine; it holds ſomewhat 
above two hundred pounds; if you doubt it, I'll count 
them to you after ſupper : but be ſure you lay it where 
I may have it at a minute's warning ; for my affairs 
are a little dubious at preſent ; perh: 0s I may be gone 
in half an hour; perhaps I may be your gueſt till the 
beſt part of that be ſpent; and pray order your hoſtler 
to keep my horſes ready ſaddled: but, one thing above 
the reſt, I muſt beg that you would let this fellow have 
none of your Anno Domini, as you call it; — for he's 
the moſt inſufferable fot, —— Here, Sirrah, light me to 
my chamber, 


Arch, Yes, Sir, [Exit, Jighted &y Archer, 
Bon, Cherry, daughter Cherry, 
Enter Cherry, 


Cher. D'ye call, father ? 

Ban, Ay, child, you muſt lay by this box for the 
gentleman, *tis full of money, 

Cher. Money! all that money! why ſure, ſather, 
the gentleman comes to be choſen parliament - man. 
Who is he? 

Bon. I don't know what to make of him; he talks 
of keeping his horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- 
haps at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till 


the beſt part of this be ſpent, 


Cher, Ay! ten to one, father, he's a highwayman. 

Bon, A highwayman! upon my life, girl, you have 
hit it, and this box is ſome new-purchaſed booty. 
Now, cou'd we find him out, the money were ours, 

Cher. He don't belong to our gang, 

Bon, What horſes have they? 

Cher. The maſter rides upon a black, 

Bon, A black! ten to one the man upon the black 
mare; and ſince he don't belong to our fraternity, we 
may betray him with a ſafe conſcience : I don't think 

it 


S 
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it lawful to harbour any rogues but my own. Look'ye, 
Child, as the ſaying is, we muſt go cunningly to work; 
proofs we muſt have; the gentleman's ſervant loves 
drink, I'll ply him that way, and ten to one he loves a 
wench ; you muſt work him t'other way. 
= Cher. Father, wou'd you have me give my ſecret for 
his ? | 
Bon. Conſider, child, there's two hundred pounds to 
boot. [ Ringing without.) Coming, coming, —— Child, 
mind your buſineſs. [Exit Bon. 

Cher. What a rogue is my father! My father! I 
deny it My mother was a good, generous, free- 
hearted woman, and I can't tell how far her good na- 
ture might have extended for the good of her children. 
This landlord of mine, for I think I can call him no 
more, would betray his gueſt, and debauch his daughters 
into the bargain, — by a footman too ! | 

Enter Archer. | | 
Arch. What footman, pray, miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 


to be the ſubject of your contemplation ? - 
Cher. Whoever he is, friend, he'}t be but little the 
better for't. os | 
Arch, J hope fo, for I'm ſure you did not think of me. 
Cher. Suppoſe I had? | | Th 
Arch. Why then you're but: even with me; for the 
minute I came in, I was conſidering in what manner I 
ſhould make love to you. 
Cher. Love to me, friend! 
Arch. Yes, child. E 
Cher. Child! Manners ;' if you kept a little more 
diſtance, friend, it would become you much better. 
Arch, Diſtance! good night, ſaucebox. Ging. 
Cher, A pretty fellow! I like his pride. — Sir; pray, 
Sir; you ſee, Sir [Archer returns] I have the credit to 
be intruſted with your maſter's fortune here, which ſets 
me a degree above his footman; I hope, Sir, you a'n't 
affronted. 


Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and I'll tell 
you whether you can affront me or no, —'Sdeath, child, 
you have a pair of delicate eyes, and you don't know 
what to do with em. | 8 | 

Cher, Why, Sir, don't I fee every body ? 

Arch, Av, but if ſome women had *cm, they 1 
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Kill every body. — Prithee inſtruct me; I wou'd faia 
make love to you, but I don't know what to ſay. 


Cher, Why, did. you. never make love to any body 
before? 


Arch. Never to a perſon of your figure, I can aſſure 


you, Madam; my addreſſes always have been confined 
to perſons within my own ſphere; I never aſpir'd ſo high. 
before. | : 
Archer fngs:. 
But you look fo bright, . | fg 
And are dreſs'd /o tight, 
That a man wou'd /wear you're right, 
As arm was et laid oder. 
Such an air 
You freely wear 
To enſnare, 
Ai makes each gueſt a lover 
Since then, my dear, I'm your gueſt, 
Pritbee give me of ihe beſt 
Of wwhat is ready dreſt. 
Since then,. my dear, & ce. 


Cher. What can I think of this man? [ 4/ide.] Will. 


you give me that ſong, Sir? 


Arch. Ay, my dear, take it while it is warm. [X es 


ber.] Death and fire! her lips are honey-combs. 


Cher. And. I wiſh there had been a ſwarm of bees 


too, to have ſtung you for your impudence. 


Arch. There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 


that has done the buſineſs much better. 
Cher. This fellow is miſbegotten as well as I. [ {/ae. ] 
What's your name, Sir? . 
Arch. Name! I gad, I have forgot it. [4/de.] Oh? 
Martin, | | 
Cher. Where was you born? 
Arch. In St. Martin's pariſh. 
Cher. What was your father ?- 
Arch. Of ——of——S$t. Martin's pariſh. 
Cher. Then, friend, good night. 
Arch, I hope not. 
Cher. You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what? 
Cher, That you're very impudent. 


Arch, 


. 


16 THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 


Arch. That you're very handſome. 

Cher, That you're a footman. 

Arch. That you're an angel. 

Cher. I ſhall be rude. 

Arch. So ſhall I. | 

Cher, Let go my hand. e 

Arch. Give me a kiſs. Xiis Ber. 

Boniface calls without Cherry, Cherry. 

Cher. Im My father calls, you plaguy devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my breath ſo? — Offer to follow me 
one ſtep, if you dare. TD; = 
Arch. A fair challenge, by this light; this is a pretty 
fair opening of an adventure; but we are knight-errants, 


and ſo fortune be cur guide. | [ Exit. 
The End of the Firth ACT. 
_ ACT 1 


SCENE, A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 
Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting, 
Der, Orrow, my dear ſiſter; are you for church 
1 this morning? 

Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray; for heaven alone can 
help me: but J think, Dorinda, there's no form of 
prayer in the liturgy againſt bad huſbands. N 

Dor. But there's a form of law at Doctors Commons; 
and I ſwear, filter Sullen, rather than ſee you chus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to apply to 
that: for beſides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
broils, as being ſiſter to the huſband, and friend to the 
wife, your examples give me ſuch an impreflion of ma- 
trimony, that I ſhall be apt to condemn my perſon to a 
long vacation all its life.—But ſuppoſing, Madam, that 
you brought it to a caſe of ſeparation, what can you 
urge againſt your huſband ? My brother is, firſt, the moſt 
conſtant inan alive. 

Mrs. Sal. The moſt conſtant huſband, I grant ye. 

Dor, He never ſleeps from you. 
Mrs. Sul. No, he always ſleeps with me. 


Der. He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
uality. | 


Mrs. Sul. A maintenance! do you take me, Madam, 


for an hoſpital child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſs 


SS ed 
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my benefaQtors, for meat, drink, and clothes? As I 
take it, Madam, I brought your brother ten thouſand 


pounds, out of which I might expect ſome pretty things 
call'd pleaſures. 


Dor. You ſhare in all the pleaſures that the country 


affords. | 


Mrs. Sul. Country pleaſures! racks and torments ! 
Doſt think, child, that my limbs were made for leaping 
of ditches, and clamb'ring over ſtiles; or that my parents, 
wiſely foreſeeing my future happineſs in country plea- 
ſures, had early inſtructed me in rural accompliſhments 
of drinking fat ale, playing at whiſt, and ſmoaking to- 
bacco with my huſband; or of ſpreading of plaiſters, 
brewing of diet-drinks, and fliling roſemary-water, 
with the good old gentlewoman my mother-in-law ? 

Der. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in our 
power to divert you; I cou'd with, indeed, that our en- 
tertainments were a little more polite, or your taſte a 
little leis refin'd : but pray, Madam, how came the poets 
and philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunting after 
pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a country life? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted money, child, to find 
out the pleaſures of the town: Did you ever hear of a 


poet or philoſopher worth ten thouſand pounds? If yon 
can ſhew me ſuch a man, I'Il lay you fifty pounds you'll 


find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. Not that I 
diſapprove rural pleaſures, as the poets have painted 
them in their landſcapes; every Phyllis has her Corydon; 


every murmuring ſtream, and every flowery mead, gives 
freſh alarms to love. 


Beſides, you'll find, that their 
couples were never marry'd ;—but yonder I fee my Co- 
rydon, and a ſweet ſwain it is, heaven knows! Come, 
Dorinda, don't be angry, he's my huſband, and your 
brother, and between both is he not a ſad brute? 


Dor. | have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 
you're the beſt judge. 1 


Mrs. Sul. O ſiſter, ſiſter! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, ſilent ſot, one that's always muſing, but never 
thinks, — There's ſome diverſion in a talking block- 
head; and fince a woman muſt wear chains, I wou'd 


have the pleaſure of hearing them rattle a little, Now] 


You ſhall ſee; but take this by the way, he came home 
this morning at his uſual hour of four, waken'd me out 


of 
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of a ſweet dream of ſomething elſe, by tumbling over 
the tea-table, which he broke all to pieces: after his 
man and he has roll'd about the room like a ſick paſ- 
ſenger in a ſtorm, he comes flounce into bed, dead as 
a ſalmon into a fiſnmonger's baſket ; his feet cold as ice, 
his breath hot as a furnace, and his hands and his face 
as greaſy as his flannel night cap. Oh matrimony! 
matrimony !-—— He toſſes up the clothes with a barba- 
rous ſwing over his ſhoulders, diſorders. the whole 
economy of my bed, leaves me half naked, and my 
whole night's. comfort is the tuneable ſerenade of that 
wakeful nightingale, his noſe.— O the pleaſure of 
counting the melancholy clock by a ſnoring huſband ! 
—— But now, fiſter, you ſhail ſee how handſomely, 
being a well-bred man, he will beg my pardon, 
| | Enter Sullen, | 

Sul. My head aches conſumedly.. | 

Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleaſed, my dear, to drink 
tea with us this morning; it may do your head good, 

Sul. No. 1 | 

Dor. Coffee, brother? 

Sul. Pfhaw!. | 

Mrs. Sl. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to church. 
with me? the air may help you, 


Sul. Scrub“ 
= Enter Scrub, 
Scrub, Sir! 
Sul, What day o'th' week is this? 
Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 
Sul. Sunday! bring me a dram; and d'ye hear, ſet 
out the veniſon-paſty,, and a tankard of ſtrong beer up- 
on the hall table, Til. go to breakfaſt. | [Gornge 
Der. Stay,. ſtay, brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; you. 
were very naught laſt night, and muſt make your wife 
* come, come, brother, won't you aſk. par- 
on? T9 
Sul. For what? fo 
Dor. For being drunk laſt night. 
Sul. I can afford it, can't I ? 
Mrs. Sul. But I can't, Sir. 
Sul. Then you may let it alone. — — 
Mrs. Sul. But J muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not to 
be borne. | | 
| | Sul. 
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Sul. Pm glad on't. . | 
Mrs. Sul. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 

thus inhumanly ? | 

Sul. Scrub “ 
Scrub, Sir! | 
Sul. Get things ready to fhave my head. Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming near his temples, 


Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn. 


the edge of your razor. [Exit Scrub.] Inveterate ſtupi- 
dity ! Did you ever know ſo hard, fo obſtinate a ſpleen. 


as his? O ſiſter, ſiſter ! I ſhall never have any good of the 


beaft till I get him to town; London, dear London!“ is the 
place for managing and breaking a huſband. 
Dor. And has not a huſband the ſame opportunities 
there for humbling a wife? | 

Mrs. Sul. No, no, child; 'tis a ſtanding maxim in 
conjugal diſcipline, that when a man wou'd enſlave his 
wife, he hurries her into the country; and when a lady 
would be arbitrary with her huſband, ſhe wheedles her 
booby up to town. ——A man dare not play the tyrant 


in London, becauſe there are ſo many 3 to en- 


courage the fubjeR to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! a 
fine woman may do any thing in Londen: o' my conſei- 
ence, ſhe may raiſe an army of forty thouſand men. 

Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, you have a mind to be trying your 
power that way here in Zzzchfield; you have drawn the 
French count to your; colours already. | 

Mrs. Sul. The French. are a peaple that can't live 
without their gallantries.. | . 
Dor. And ſome Engliſb that I know, ſiſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch amuſements. . 

Mrs. Sul. Well, ſiſter, ſince the truth muſt out, it 


may do as well now as hereafter ; I think one way to 


rouſe my lethargic, ſottiſh huſband, is. to give him a 


rival ; ſecurity begets negligence in all people, and men. 


muſt be alarm'd to make em alert in their duty: women 
are like pictures, of no value in the hands of a fool, till 
he hears men of ſenſe bid high for the purchaſe. 

Dor. This might do, fiſter, if my brother's under- 


ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a paſſion for you; 


but, 1 believe, there's a natural averſion on his ſide; and 


I fancy, ſiſter, that you don't come much behind him, 


if you dealt fairly. Mrs. Sul 
rs. Sul. 
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Mrs. Sal. I own it; we are united contradictione, 
fire and water. 
many other wives, to humour the cenſorious vulgar, 
and give the world an appearance of living well with 
my huſpand, cou'd 1 bring him but to diſſemble a little 
kindneſs to keep me in countenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, fifter, but that inſtead 
of rouſing your huſband by this artifice to a counterfeit 
kindneſs, he ſhould awake in a real fury! 

Mrs. Sal. Let him: — If I can't entice him to the 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the Cther. 

Dor. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye a 

Mrs. Sul. You mult aſſiſt me. ; 

Der. What, againſt my own brother? 

Mrs. Sal. He's but half a brother, and I'm your en- 
tire friend: if I go a ſtep beyond the bounds of honour, 


leave me; till then, I expect you ſhould go along 


_ me in every thing. The count is to dine here to · 

ay. 

Dior. 'Tis 2 ſtrange thing, fiter, that I can't en chat 
man. 


Mrs. Sul. You ke nothing; your time is not come: 


love and death have their fatalities, and ſtrike home one 


time or other: — you'lt pay for all one day, I warrant 

ye. — But come, my lady's tea is ready, and 'tis almoſt 

church-time. | { Exeunt, 
Ke E N E, The. Inn. | a 


Enter Aimwell dre/#d, and Archer. 
Aim. And was ſhe the daughter of the houſe? 
Arch. The landlord is ſo blind as to think: ſo. z but I 
dare ſwear ſhe has better blood in her veins, 
Aim. Why doſt think ſo? 
Arch, Becauſe the baggage has a pert je- ne /pai-quot; 


ſhe reads plays, keeps a monkey, and is troubled with 
vapours. 


Aim. By which diſcoveries I gueſs t that you know 


more of her. 
Arch. Not yet, "Faith : the lady gives herſelf airs, 
— nothing under a gentleman. 

Let me take her in hand, 

s Say one word more o'that, and Pl declare my- 
ſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, and every where elſe: look 
ye, Aimwell, every man in his own ſphere. 4 

vn. 
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Aim. Right, and therefore you muſt pimp for your 
maſter. | 3 

Arch. In the uſual forms, good Sir, after I have 
ſerv'd myſelf. —But to our buſineſs. —You are ſo well 

dreſs'd, Tom, and make fo handſome a figure, that I 
| fancy you may do execution in a country church ; the 
exterior part ftrikes firſt, and you're in the right to 
make that impreſſion favourable. 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
advantage: the appearance of a ſtranger in a country 
church, draws as many gazers as a blazing ſtar; no 
ſooner he comes into the cathedral, but a train of whiſ- 
pers runs buzzing round the congregation in a moment: 

— Who is he? Whence comes he? Do you know him ? 
—Then I, Sir, tips me the verger half a crown; he 
pockets the ſimony, and inducts me into the beſt pew 
in the church; I pull out my ſnuff-box, turn myſelf 
round, bow to the biſhop, or the dean, if he be the 
Z commanding officer, ſingle out a beauty, rivet both my 
eyes to hers, ſet my noſe a bleeding by the ſtrength of 
imagination, and ſhew the whole church my concern, 
by my endeavouring to hide it: after the ſermon, the 
| whole town gives me to her for a lover, and by per- 
ſmaading the lady that I am a dying for her, the tables 
are turned, and ſhe in good earneſt falls in love with 

me. | 

| Arch, There's nothing in this, Tom, without a pre- 
cedent: but inſtead of rivetting your eyes to a beauty, 

try to fix em upon a fortune; that's our buſineſs at 
preſent. 8 | | 

Aim. Pſhaw! no woman can be a beauty without a 


fortune, Let me alone for a mark*s-man. 
Arch. Tom | 


Aim, Ay! | | 
Arch. When were you at church before, pray ? 
Aim, Um was there at the coronation, 


Arch. And how can you expect a bleſſing by going to. 
church now ? 


Aim. Bleſſing ! nay, Frank, I aſk but for a wife. 


[Extt. 

Arch. Truly the man is not very unreaſonable in his 

demands, [Exit at the oppo/ite door. 
| Zatar 
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Enter Boniface and Cherry. 

Bon. Well, daughter, as the ſaying is, have yct 
brought Martin to confels ? 

Cher. Pray, father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a man; I'm but young, you know, father, 
and don't underſtand wheedling. | 5 

Bon. Young! why you jade, as the ſaying is, can 
any woman wheedle that is not young? Your mother 
was uſeleſs at five-and-twenty. Would you make your 
mother a & hore, and me a cuckold, as the ſaying is? 1 
tell you, his ſilence confeſſes it, and his maſter ſpends 
his money fo freely, and is ſo much a gentleman every 
manner of way, that he muſt be a highwayman. 

Enter Gibbet ix a cloak, 
Gib. Landlord, landlord, is the coaſt clear? 
Bon. O Mr. Gibbet, what's the news? 
G:b. No matter, aſk no queſtions, all's fair and ho- 


nourable; here, my dear Cherry [Gives her a. bag]! 


two hundred ſterling pounds, as good as ever hang'd 
or ſav'd a rogue; lay em by with the reſt; and here 
three wedding-—or mourning rings, 'tis much the 
ſame you know. Here, two filver hilted ſwords; I 
took thoſe trom fellows that never ſhew any part of 
their ſwords but the hilts: here is a diamond necklace 
which the lady hid in the privateſt place in the coach, 
but I found it out : this gold watch I took from a pawn- 
broker's wife, it was left in her hands by a perſon of 
quality, there's the arms upon the caſe, 

Cher. But who had you the money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor woman! I pitied her; —— from a 
poor lady juſt eloped from her huſband ; ſhe had made 
up her cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as ſhe 
could drive; ſhe told me of her huſband's barbarous 
uſage, and ſo faith I left her half a crown. But I had 
almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a preſent for you. 

Cher, What is't? - 


Gib. A pot of ceruſe, my child, that I took out of a 


lady's under petticoat. 


Cher, What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint? 


Gib. Why, you jade, your betters do; Pm ſure the 
lady that I took it from had a coronet upon her hand- 
kerchief Here, take my cloak, and go ſecure the 
premiſſes. | 

— Cher. 
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Cher. ] will ſecure 'em. [Exit, 
Bon. But heark'ee, where's Hounſlow and Bag ſhot ? 
Gib. They'll be here to night. 


Bon, D'ye know of any other gentlemen o'the pad 
on this road? | | 

Gib. No. "SE 

Bon, I fancy that I have two that lodge in the houſe 
juſt now. | 

Gib. The devil! how d'ye ſmoak 'em 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to church. 

Gib. To church! That's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs, 

Bon. And the ether is now in his maſter's chamber; 


he pretends to be a ſervant to the other; we'll call him 


out and pump him a little. 
Gib. With all my heart. 
Bon. Mr. Martin] Mr. Martin! 
Enter Archer combing a perriauig, and ſinging. 


Gro, The roads are conſumed deep, I'm as dirty 28 
Old Brentford at Chriſtmas, ———A good pretty fellow 


that; whoſe ſervant are you, friend! 
Arch. My maſter's. | 
Gib. Really? 
Arch. Really. 


Gil. Thats mach The follow has boos a the hes 


by his evaſions: — But pray, Sir, what is your maſter's 
name? 


Arch, Tall, all, dall. Sings and combs the perriwig.] 


This is the moſt obſtinate cur. 

Gib. I aſk you his name ? 

Arch. Name, Sir— Tall, all, dall.—I never aſk'd him 
his name in my life.— Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? 


Gib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were before 


a judge: but pray, friend, which way does your maſter 


travel ? 
Arch. A horſeback, 
Gib. Very well again; an old offender.— Right 
But I mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 
. Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir—Tall, all. 
Gib. I'm afraid thy fate will be a contrary way. 
Bon, Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin you're very arch. — 
This gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, and 
wou'd be glad of your company, that's all, — Come, 
captain, 
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captain, you'll tay to night, I ſuppoſe ; Pll ſhew you a 
chamber—— Come, captain. 


Gb. Farewell, friend———— [ Exeznt, 


Arch, Captain, your ſervant. — Captain! a pretty 
fellow! *Sdeath! I wonder that the officers of the army 
don't conſpire to beat all ſcoundrels in red but their 


wn. 
Enter Cherry. 
Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not 
lien; I wou'd have the merit cf the diſcovery all my 
own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me. [ Aide. ] 
Mr. Martin, who was that man with my father? 


Arch. Some recruiting ſerjeant, or whipp'd out trooper, 


I ſuppoſe, 
Cher, All ſafe, I find, 32 [ Afar. 
Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the 

catechize I taught you laſt night? 

Cher, Come, queſtion me. 

Arch, What is love? SE 

Cher. Love 1s I know not what, it comes I know not 
how, and goes I know not when. 

Arch. Very well, an apt ſcholar. {[Chucks ber under 

the chin.] Where does love enter ? 

. Cher, Into the eyes. 

Arch. And where go out ? 

Cher. I won't tell you. 

Arch, What are the objeQs of that paſſion ? 

Cher. Youth, beauty, and clean linen. 

Arch. The reaſon ? 

Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in nature, and the 
third at court. 


Arch. That's my dear: what are the ſigns and tokens 


of that paſſion? 

Cher. A ſtealing look, a ſtammering tongue, words 
improbable, deſigns impoſſible, and actions impracti- 
cable. | | 


Arch. That's my good child; kiſs me. What 


muſt a lover do to obtain his miſtreſs ? 

Cher. He muſt adore the perſon that diſdains him, he 
muſt bribe the chambermaid that betrays him, and court 
the footman that laughs at him | He muſt, he 


muſt 
* Arch * 
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Arch. Nay, child, I muft whip you if you don l mind 
our leſſon ; he muſt treat his 

Char. O! ay. He muſt treat his enemies with reſpect, 
his friends with indifference, and all the world with 
contempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he 
muſt deſire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he muſt 
embrace his ruin, and throw himſelf away. 

Arch. Had ever man ſo hopeful a pupil as mine! 


Come, my dear; why is love calPd a riddle ? 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee; 


and tho” a child, he governs a man. 

Arch. Mighty well.—And why is lov'd picurd blind? 

Cher. Becauſe the painters out of their weakneſs, or 
privilege of their art, choſe to hide thoſe eyes they could 
not draw, | 

Arch. That's my dear little ſcholar, kiſs me again, 
And why ſhou'd love, that's a child, govern a man? 

Cher. Becauſe that a child is the end of love. 

Arch. And fo ends love's catechiſm. And now, 
my dear, we'll go in and make my maſter's bed. 

Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin——you have taken a 


great deal of pains to inſtruQ me, and what d'ye think I 
have learn'd by it? 


Arch. What? 
Cher, That your diſcourſe and your habit are contra- 


dictions, and it wou'd be nonſenſe in me to believe you 


a footman any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a witch it is! 

Cher, Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that garb 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho' I was born to ſervitude, 
] hate it : Own your condition, {wear you love 
me, - and then 


Arch. And then we ſhall go make my maſter's bed ? 
Cher. Ves. | 


Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a gentle- 
man, my education was liberal; but I went to London 


a younger brother, fell into the hands of ſharpers, Who 
ſtript me of my money, my friends diſown'd me, and 


now my neceſſity brings me to what you ſee, 
Cher. Then take my hand promiſe to marry 
me before you ſleep, and III make you maſter of two 


thouſan | pounds, 


Arch. How | 
— 2 Chir 
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Cher. Two thouſand pounds that I have this minute 


in my own cuſtody ; to throw off your livery this inſtant, 
and II go find a parſon. 


Arch. What ſaic you 7 a parſon. 
Cher, What! Do you ſcruple? 


Arch. Scruple! No, no, but=two thouſand pounds 
y R Jay f 


Her. And better. : 

Arch. *Sdeath, what ſhall I do? - But . 
chitd, what need you make me maler of yourſelf and 
money, when you may have he ſame picaſure out of 
e, and Ain | keep your fortune in your own hands. 

Cher. Then you won't marry me ? 

Arch. I wou'd marry you, but 

Cher. © iweet dir, I'm your humble ſervant, you? ce 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any gentle- 
man 4 ho cou'd bear the ſcandal of wearing a livery, 
wou'd refuſe two thouſand pounds, let the condition be 


what it Mud no, no, Sir, but J hope you'll pardon 
the freedom I have taker, fince it was only to inform 


ni elf of the reſpeR that I ought to pay to you. [Going 

Ach. Fairly bit, by Jupiter! =—— Hold, hold! and 
ave you actually two thouſand pounds? 

Cher, Sir, 1 have my ſecrets as well as you——when 
759 pleale to be more open, I {hall be more free; and 
te allur'd that J have diſcoveries that will match yours, 
be they what they will. — In the mean while be ſatiſ- 
ted that no diicovery I make ſhall cyver hurt you; but 
beware of my father | Exil. 

Arch. So- we're like to have as many adventures in 
our inn, as Den Juixcte had iu his, Let me ſee— 
140 thouſand pounds! If the wench wou'd promiſe to 
die when the money were ipent, I gad, one wou'd 

marry her; but the fortune may go off in a year or two, 
and the wife may live — Lord knows how long! 
Then an inn keeper? 8 daughter; ; ay, that's the devil 
thete my pride brings me off. 

For auhalſot er the ſages charge on pride, 

The angels fall, ond eng faults befrae; 

On carih, I'm jure, mong us of mortal calling, 

Frice qa ves men oft, and enen to from falling. 


[Exit, 


The Erd of the Second ACT, 
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ACT If. 
SCENE, Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. A, ha, ha, my dear filter ! let me embrace 
thee ; now we are friends indeed; for I 
ſhall have a ſecret of your”: 8, 46 fi pledge for mine 
now you'll be good for ſomething, 1 I Hall have ye. 
converſable in the ſubjects of the ſex. | 
Der. But do you think that I am fo weak as to fall in 
love with a fellow at. firſt ſight? | 
Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! now you ſpoil all; why ſhou'd not 
we be as free, in our friendſhips as the men? 1 warrant 
you, the gentleman has got to his confident a:ready, has 


avow'd his paſſion, toaſted your health, call'd you ten 


thouſand angels, has run over your lips, eyes, neck, 
thape, air, and every thing, in a deſcription that wal ms 
their mirth to a ſccond enjoyment. 

Der. Your hand, ſiſter; I a'n't well. 

Mrs. Sal. 80—fhe s breeding aiready—Cothe, child, 
up with it—hem a Intle—fo- Now tel! me, don't you 
like the gertleman that we ſaw at church Juſt now? 

Her. The man's well enough. © 

Mrs. Sal, Well enough! Is he not a Demi: god, 2 
Narciſſus, a far, the man i'the mooa ? 

Dor. O ſiſter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mrs. Sal. Shall 1 ſend to your mother, child, for u 


little of her cephalic plaiſter to put to the ſoles of your 


feet ? or ſhall [ ſend to the gentleman for ſomething for 
you ? Come, unboſom yourſelf the man 3$ 
perſectiy a pretty tellow; I law him when he firſt came 
into church. 

Dor. 1 faw him too, ſiſter, and with. an air that 
ſhone, methought, like rays about his perſon. 

* Sul. Well ſaid, up with it. 

Dor. No forward coquet behaviour, no airs to ſet him 
olf, no ſtudy'd looks, nor artful poſture, — but nature 
did it ail: oy 

Mrs. Hal. Better and betten One touch more 
Come 5 

Dor. But then his looks — did you obſerve his eyes 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, 1 did —— his eyes; well, what 


of his eyes? 
C 2 Dore 
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Dor, Sprightly, but not wand'ring ; they ſeem'd to 
view, but never gazed on any thing but me and then 
his lIcoks ſo humble were, and yet fo noble, that they 
aim'd to tell me that he cou'd with pride die at my tect, 
tho' he ſcorn'd ſlavery any where elſe. 


Mrs. Sul. The phyſic works purely.—How eye find 


yourſelf now, my dear ? 

Der. Hem ! much better, my dear O here comes 
our Mercury] [ Eater Scrub.] Well, Scrub, What news 
of the gentleman? 

Scrub. Madam, I have brought a a whole packet 
of news. 

Dor. Open it quickly; come. 

Scrub. In the firſt place I enquired who the gentleman 
was? They told me he was a ſtranger. Secondly, I aſk'd 
what.the gentleman was? They anſwer'd and ſaid, that 
they never ſaw him before. 7 birdly, I enquir'd what 
couvntryman he was? They reply'd, 'twas more than 
they knew. Fourthly, J demanded whence he came? 
Their anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And, ff:bly, I 
aſx'd whither he went? And they reply'd, they knew 
nothing of the matter. — And this is all I cou'd learn. 


VMs. Sal. But what do the people ſay ? Can't they 


gueſs ? 


Scrub, Why ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gveſs he's a 
mountebank, ſome fay one thing, ſome another ; but 


for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit. 

Der, A Jeſuit ! why a Jeſuit ? 

Scryb. Becauſe he keeps his horſes always ready 
ſaddled, and his footman talks French, 

Mrs. Sal. His footman | 

Scrub. Ay; he and the count's footman were gabbering 
French like two intriguing ducks in a mill pond; and I 
believ'd they talk'd of me, for they laugh'd conſumedly. 

Oer. What ſort of livery has the ſootman? 
Scrub. Livery! Lord, Madam, I took him for a cap- 
.tain, he's fo bedizen'd with lace; ; and then he has tops 
to his ſhoes, up to his mid-leg, a ſilver-headed cane 
dangling at his knuckles: He carries his hands in his 
p: ckets, and waiks juſt ſo— [Walks in a French air.] 
end has a fine long perriwig ty'd up in a bag Lord, 
NM. ad m, he's clear another ſort of man than I. 

Mrs. Sal. That may eaſily be. — But what ſhall we 
eg dow, filicr ? Dor. , 
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Dor. I have it This fellow has a world of ſim- 


plicity, and ſome cunning, the firſt hides the latter by 
abundance. Scrub, 


Scrub. Madam. 


Dor. We have a great mind to know who this gen- 
tleman is, only for our ſatisfaction, 


Scrub. Yes, Madam, it would be a fatsfadtion no 
doub:. 

Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his foot 
man, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of your ale, 
becauſe you're butler to day. 

Scrub, Yes, Madam, I am butler every Sunday. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave ſiſter! o' my conſcience you un- 
derſtand the mathematics already. Tis the beſt plot 
in the world; your mother, you know, will be gone to 
church, my ſpouſe will be got to the ale houſe with his 
ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be our own ſo we 
drop in by accident, and aſk the fellow ſome queſtions 
ourſelves, In the country, you know, any ſtranger is 
company, and we're glad to take up with the butler in 

a country-dance, and happy if he'll do us the favour. 


Scrub. Oh, Madam, you wrong me; I never refus'd 
your ladyſhip the favour in my life, 


Enter Gipſy. 
Gip. Ladies, dinner's upon table. 


Der. Scrub, we'll excuſe your waiting = — (50 where 
we order'd you. 


Scrub, I ſhall, 


SCENE changes to the inn. 
Enter Aimwell and Archer. 
Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a markſman. 


Aim, A markſman! who ſo blind cou'd be as not 
diſcern a ſwan among the ravens ? 

Arch, Well, but heark'e, Aimavell. 

Aim. Ain! call me Oroondates, Ce/arto, PEE 
all that romance can in a lover paint, and then Pl an- 
iwer. O Archer! I read her thouſands in her looks; ſhe 
look'd like Ceres in her harveſt, corn, wine, and oil, milk 
and honey, gardens, groves, and purling ftreams, * 
on her plenteous face. 

Arch. Her face! her pocket, you mean: the corn, 
wine, and oil, lie there, In ſhort, ſhe has ten thouſand 
pounds, that's the Eugliſb on't. 


C3 Aim. 
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Dor. Sprightly, but not wand'ring; they ſeem'd to 
view, but never gazed on any thing but me and then 
his looks ſo humble were, and yet fo noble, that they 
aim'd to tell me that he cou'd with pride die at my tect, 
_ tho! he ſcorn'd ſlavery any where elſe. 

Mrs. Sul. The phyſic works purely.—How eye find 
yourſelf now, my dear? 

Dor. Hem ! much better, my dear O here comes 

our Mercury] [ Exter Scrub.] Well, Scrub, what news 
of the gentleman ? 

Scrub. Madam, I have brooght you a whole packet 
of news. 

Dor. Open it a! come. 


Scrub. In the firſt place I enquired who the gentleman 


was? They told me he was a ſtranger. Srcondly, I aſk'd 
what.the gentleman was? They anſwer'd and faid, that 
they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd what 
countryman he was? They reply'd, *twas more than 
they knew. FPourthly, I demanded whence he came? 
Their anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And, f/:bly, I 
aſx'd whither he went? And they reply'd, they knew 
nothing of the matter. And this is all I cou'd learn. 
Mrs. Sal. But what do the people * Can't they 
ueſs:? 

a Scrub. Why ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gveſs he's a 
mountebank, ſome fay one thing, ſome another ; but 
tor my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit. 

Der. A Jeſuit ! why a Jeſuit ? 

Scryb. Becauſe he keeps his horſes always ready 
ſaddled, and his footman talks French, 

Mrs. Sal. His footman! 

Scrub. Ay; he and the count's footman were gabbering 

French like two intriguing ducks in a mill pond; and I 
beliey'd they talk'd of me, for they laugh'd conſumedly. 
Der. What ſort of livery has the ſootman ? 
Scrub. Livery! Lord, Madam, I took him for a cap- 
.tain, he's fo bedizen'd with lace; and then he has tops 
to his ſhoes, up to his mid- leg, a ſilver- headed cane 
dangling at his knuckles: He carries his hands in his 
p: ckets, and walks juſt fo— [Walks in a French air.] 
end has a fine long perriwig ty'd-up in a bag Lord, 
Mad. m, he's clear another ſort of man than I. 

Mrs. Sal. That may eaſily be,——But what ſhall we 
eg dow, aller? Der. , 
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Dor. I have it This fellow has a world of ſim- 


plicity, and ſome cunning, the firſt hides the latter by 


abundance. Scrub. 


Scrub; Madam. 

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this gen- 
tleman is, only for our ſatis faction. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, it would be a atisfaion, no 
doubt. 
Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his foot 
man, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of your ale, 
becauſe you're butler to day, 

Scrub, Yes, Madam, I am butler every Senday, 

Mrs. Sul. O brave ſiſter! o' my conſcience you un- 
derſtand the mathematics already. — Tis the beſt plot 
in the world; your mother, you know, will be gone to 


church, my ſpouſe will be got to the ale houſe with his 


ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be our own ſo we 
drop in by accident, and aſk the fellow ſome queſtions 
ourſelves, In the country, you know, any ſtranger is 
company, and we're glad to take up with the batler in 
a country-dance, and happy if he'll do us the fayour. 

Scrub. Oh, Madam, you wrong me; I never 217 


your lady ſhip the favour in my life. 


Enter Gipſy. 

Gip. Ladies, dinner's upon table, 

Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your Waiting ——= Go where 
we order'd you.. 

Scrub, I ſhall, 

SCENE changes to the inn. 
Enter Aimwell and Archer. 

Arch, Well, Tom, I find you're a markſman. 

Aim, A markſman! who ſo blind cou'd be as not 
diſcern a ſwan among the ravens? 

Arch. Well, but heark'e, Aimavell. 

Aim. A wel call me Oroondates, C e/arto, PR" 
all that romance can in a lover paint, and then Pll an- 
iwer. O Archer / I read her thouſands in her looks; ſhe 
look'd like Ceres in her harveſt, corn, wine, and oil, milk 
and honey, gardens, groves, and purling ſtreams, play'd 
on her plenteous face. 

Arch. Her face! her pocket, you mean: the corn, 
wine, and oil, lie there, In ſhort, ſhe has ten thouſand 


pounds, that's the Eugliſb ont, 


E” 3 | Aim. 
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Aim. Her eyes 
Arch. Are demi-cannons, to be ſure; ſo I won? 

and their battery. ©: la. 
Aim. Pray, excuſe me, my p paſton moſt have vent. 

Aab. Faffion? what a Plague, d'ye think theſe ro- 

mant ic airs will do our buänc f=? Were my temper as 

extraggant as Wurz my adventures haye ſomething 
more romantic by half. 


Him. Your adventures! 
Arch. Yes. | 


Tre nymph, that with her tavice ten banded pound's, 
With brazen engine hot, and cf clear flarch'd, 
Can f re the gueſt in warming of the be... 


| There's a touch of ſublime Milten for you, and the 
| lub;ect but an inn keeper's daughter: I can play with a 
girl a3 an angler does with his fiſh; he keeps it at the 
end of his line, runs it up the fiream, and down the 
ttream, till at laſt he brings it to hand, tickles the trout, 
and fo whips it into his'baiket, 
| Enter Boniface, 
; Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying is vonder s an 
| honeſt fellow below, my lady. Bauntiful's butler, wha 
begs the honour that yon N go home with him and 
ice his cellar. 
Arch. Do my :baſſemains to the gentleman, and tell 

him I will do myſelf the honour to wait on him imme- 
diately, as the ſaying is. 


Bon. 1 thall do your worſhip's commands, as the ſay- 


ing is. 7 bowwing obſequiouſly. 
Aim. What do I hear ? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
iT oft ran: ling 


Arch. PAs | Damn your raptures; I tell you here's 
a pump going tobe put into the veſſel, and the ſhip will 
get into harbour, my lite-on't. Vou ſay, there's another 

lady very handſome there. 

Aim. Yes, faith. 

Arch. I'm in love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me a bill upon Cherry in the 
mean time? 

Arch. No, no, friend, all her corn, wine, and oil, is 
ingroſo'd to my market. And once more I warn 
vou, to keep your anchorage clear of mine; for 1 a 

a 


this bout. 
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fall foul of me, by this light, you ſhall go SI IES ht. 
tom. What! make prize of my "lite frigats, 
while I am upon the cruige for you, [Z, vit. 
Enten Boniface. 
. Well, weil, 1 won't Landlord ; have von 
any tolerable N in the houſe? I dow? t care for 
dining alone. 


Don. Ves, Sir, there's a captain below, as the ſaying 
is, that arriv'd about an hour ago. 
Aim. Gentlemen of his coat are welcome every-where ; 


will you make a compliment from me, and tell him f 
ſhould be glad of his company ? 


Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd=—— 

Aim. Ha! that ſtroke was well thrown in.——Þm 
only a traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad of his 
company, that's all. 

Ben. I obcy your commands, as the ſaying is. (Exit. 

Enter Archer, 

Arch. 'Sdeath! I bad forgot; what title will you give 
yourſelf? + - 

Aim. My brother's, to be ſure; he wou'd never give 
me any thing elſe, ſo PII make bold with his honours 
ou know the reſt of your cue ? 


Enter Gibbet. 
G5. Sir, Pm yours. 


Aim. Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't know 
you. 


Gib. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw 


me before [ hope. [Alde. 
Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the honour of 
ſeeing you now ? 


Gib. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any gentleman 
but my landlord 


Arch, Ay ay. 1. 


Aim. O, Sir, I aſk your pardon, you're the captain - 
he told me of. 


Gib. At your . 
Aim. What regiment, may I be ſo bold? 
G:b4. A marching regiment, Sir, an old corps. 


Aim. Very old, it your coat be regimental. [4/id.] 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir ? 


G75. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, 'twas my lot to be 
ſent into the worit ſervice; I wou'd have quitted it 


C4 indeed, 
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indeed, but a man of honour,. you know—— Beſides, 
*rwas for the good of my country that I ſhou'd be 
abroad. Any thing for the good of one's country. 
I'm a Roman for that. 
Aim. One of the firſt, I'll lay my life [ Afde.] You 
found the Het Indies very hot, Sir. | 

i. Ay, Sir, too hot for me, 

Aim, Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your face at Will's 
Coffee-houte ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. 

Aim. And where is your company now, Captain? 

Gib. They a'n't come yet. | 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect them here? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they march ? 

Gib. Acroſs the country, —— The devils in't, if I 
ha'nt ſaid enough to encourage him to declare but 


I'm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about. [Afide. 


Aim. Is your company to quarter at Litchfield ? 

Gib. In this houſe, Sir. 1 

Aim. What! all? 
61. My company is but thin, ha, ha, ha! we are 
but. three, ha, ha, ha! | 

Aim, You're merry, Sir. | 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me. Sir, I underftand 
the world, eſpecially the art of travelling : I don't care, 
Sir, for anſwering queſlions directly upon the road 
for I generally ride with a charge about me. | 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. [ {Hides 

Gi. J am credibly informed that there are highway- 
men upon this quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect a 
gentleqan of your figure But truly, Sir, J have got 


fuch a way of evaſion upon the road, that I don't care 


for ſpeaking truth to any man. 
Aim. Your caution may be neceſſary —— Then I pre- 

ſume you're no captain. | 
Gib. Not I, Sir, captain is a good travelling name; 
and ſo I take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh inquiries 
| that are generally made about gentlemen that travel; it 
gives a man an air of ſomething, and makes the draw- 
ers obedient 
farther. | . 
Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true profefion ? 
| = 


And thus far I am a captain, and no 
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Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me upon my word, 
Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell you. 

Aim. Ha, ha! upon my word, I commend you. 

Enter Boniface. | 
Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the news ? 

Bon. There's another gentleman below, as the ſaying 
is, that hearing you were but two, would be glad to 
make the third man, if you'd give him leave. 

Aim. What is he? 

Bon. A clergyman, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. A clergyman ! Is he really a clergyman ? or is 
it only his travelling name, as my friend the captain 
has it? 

Bon. O, Sir, he's a prieſt, and chaplain to the Fy ench 
officers in town, 

Aim. Is he a Frenchman? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bru/elc, 

Gib, A Frenchman, and a prieſt! I won't be ſeen in 
his company, Sir; | have a value for my reputation, 
dir. 

Aim. Nay, but captain, ſince we are by ourſelves— 
Can he ſpeak Erglifh, Landlord ? 

Ben. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the 
ſaying is, to be a foreigner by his accent, and that's all. 

Aim. Then he has been in England before? 

Bon, Never, Sir; but he's a maſter of Janguages, as 
the ſaying is: he talks Latin; it does me good to hear 
him talk Latin. 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface. 

Ben. Not I, Sir, as the ſaying is; but he talks it ſo 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 

Aim. Pray defire him to walk up. 

Ben. Here he is, as the ſaying is. 
Enter Foigard. 
Fiig. Save you, gentlemens bote. 
Aim. A Frenchman ! Sir, your moſt humble ſervant. 


Foig. Och, dear joy, I am your molt faithful ſher- 
vant, and yours alſho. 


Gib, Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you bare 


a mighty twang of the foreigner. 
Foig. My Engliſh is very well for the vorde, but we 


foreigners, you know, cannot bring our tongues about: 


the pronunciation ſo ſoon. 
C 5 dim; 
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Aim, A foreigner! a downright Teague by this light. 
[ 4/ide. } Were you born in Fraxce, doctor? 
Forg, I was educated in France, but I was borned at 
Briſſels: J am a ſubject of the king of Spain, joy. 
Gib. What king of Hain, Sir? ſpeak. | 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the doc- 
tor, he's a ſtranger, 
Fig. O let him alone, dear joy, I am of a nation that 
is not eaſily put out of countenance. 
Aim. Come, gentlemen,:I'll end the diſpute 
Here, landlord, is dinner ready? 
Bon. Upon the table, as the'ſaying is. 
Aim, Gentlemen — pray — that door, — 
Foig. No, no, fait, the captain muſt lead. 
Aim, No, doctor, the church is our guide. 
Grb. Ay, ay, ſo it i,. [Exit foremeft, they foliar, 
SCENE changes to a gallery in Laay Bountiful's hou/e. 
Enter Archer and Scrub finging, and hugging one another ; 
Scrub evith a rankard in his hand, Gipſey liflening at 
a diftance. 
Scrub. Tal, all, dall — Come, my dear boy — 
ict us have that ſong once more. 
Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the family — but 
will you be ſure to keep the ſecret ? 
Scrub. Pho! upon my honour, as I'm a gentleman. 
Arch, *Tis enough You muſt know then, that my 
maſter is the lord viſcount Him ell; he fought a duel 
other day in London, wounded his man fo dangerouſly, 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 
gentleman's wounds be mortal or not: he never was in 
this part of England before, ſo he choſe to retire to this 
place, that's all. | | N 
Gip. And that's enough for me. _ 
Scrub. And where were you when your maſter foupnt ? 
Arch. We never know of our maſter's quarrels. 
Scrub. No! if our maſters in the country here receive 
2 challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell their 
wives; the wife tells the ſervants, the fervants alarm the 
tenants, and in half an hour you ſhall have the whole 
country up in arms— | 
Arch, 'To hinder two men from doing 9 they 
| ave 


t. 


that ever was made for us: 
the good days when we cou 'd dun our maſters for o4r 
wages, and if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a 
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have no mind for But if you ſhould chance to talk 
now of this buſineſs ? 

Scrub. Talk! ah, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack of 


holding my tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long 1 in a great 
family. 


Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are ſecrets in all 


families. 
Scrub. Secrets, O Lud! but PII ſay no more 
Come, fit down, we'll make an end of our : 


Here 


Arch. With all my heart: who knows but you and 
I may come to be better acquainted, eh Here's 
your lady's health : you have three, I think ; and to be 
ſure there mult be ſecrets among 'em. 

Scrub. Secrets! Ah! friend, friend I wiſh I had a 
friend. 

Arch. Am not I your friend ? Come, you and I will 
be ſworn brothers. 

Scrub, Shall we ? 


Arch, From this minute Give me a kiſs ——— 


| And ncw, brother Scrub. 


Scrub. And now, brother Martin, I will tell you a 
ſecret that will make your hair ſtand an end. —You muſt 
know, that I am conſumedly in love. 

Aich. That's a terrible ſecret, that's the truth on't. 

Scrub. That Jade, Gigſey, that was with us juſt row 
in the cellar, is he arranteſt whore that ever wore a 
petticoat, and Pm dying for love of her. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! 
perſon, or her virtue, brother Scrub ? 


Scrub, I {ſhould like virtue beſt, becauſe it is more du- 


rable than beauty; for virtue holds good with fome wo- 
mea long, and many a day after they have loſt it. 
Arch. In the country, I grant ye, where no woman's 


virtue is loſt, till a baard be found. 


Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a baſtard, I fhiou'd have 


her all to myſelf; but I dare not put it upon that lay, for 


fear of being ſent for a ſoldier Pray, brother, bow do 


you gentlemen in London like that ſame pretbng act ? 


Arch. Very ill, brother Scrab "Tis the worib 


6 W ..II..1\t 


Are you in love with her 


formerly I remember 
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warrant to carry 'em before a juſtice ; but now if we 


talk of eating, they have a warrant for us, and carry us 
| efore three juſtices. 

Scrub, And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; : 
for the juſtices won't give their own ſervants a bad ex- 
ample. Now this is my misfortune——-1 dare not ſpeak 
in the houſe, while that jade, G:y/+y, dings about like. a 
iury—Once I had the better end of the flaff, 

Arch. And how comes the change now? 

Scrub, Why, the mother of all this miſchief is a prieſt, - 

Arch. A prieſt ! | 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd ſon of a whore of Babylon, that 
came over hither to ſay grace to the French officers, and 
ent up our provifions—— There's net a day goes over 
his head without a dinner or ſupper in this houſe, 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſb as if he had livd 
here all his life, and tells lies as 41 he had been a travel- 
ler from his cradle. 

Arch. And this prieſt, Pm afraid, has converted the 
affections of your Gip/ey, 

Scrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear friend 
— For, Pm afraid, he has made her a whore and a pa- 

piſt But this 1s not all, there's the French count and 
. Sallen, they're in the confederacy, and for ſome 
private ends of their own too, to be ſure. 

Arch. A very hopeful family yours, brother Scrub : 
I ſuppoſe the maiden lady has her lover too. 

Scrub. Not that I know—She's the beſt on 'em, that's 
the truth on't: but they take care to prevent my curio- 
fity, by giving me ſo much buſineſs, that Pm a perfect 
flave :—What d'ye think is my place in this family? 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub, Ah, Lord help you I'll tell you Of a 
Monday I drive the coach, of a Tuęſday I drive the 
plough, on Weane/day 1 follow the eds & a Thurſday 
I dun the tenants, on Friday I go to market, on Satur- 
day I draw warrants, and a Sunday I draw beer. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in life, 


vou have enough on't, my dear brother—But what la- 


dies are thoſe ? 

Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right hand is Mrs. 
Sullen, and the other Mrs, Dorinda Don't mind 'em, 
fit ſtill, man Enter 


8 
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Euter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 
Mrs. Sul. J have heard my brother talk of my lord 


Aimwell, but they ſay that his brother is the finer gen- 


tleman. 

Dor. That's impoſſible, ſiſter. 
Mrs. Sal. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe they ſay. 
Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his heart, 


II open his breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard ſay, 


that people may be gueſs'd at by the behaviour of their 
ſervants ; I cou'd with we might talk to that fellow. 

Mrs. Sal. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty fel- 
low: come this way; Ill throw out a lure for him 
preſently. 

[1 hey walk a turn towards the oppoſite ſide of the Hage, 
Mrs. Sullen drops her fan, Archer runs, takes it up, 
and gives it to her.] 

Arch. Corn, wine, and oil bond ion fas. I think, 
the wife has the greateſt plenty of fleſh and blood; he 
ſhould be my choice — Ay, ay, ſay you fo — Madam 
——— Your ladyſhip's fan. 

Mrs. Sul. O Sir, I thank you —= What a handſome 
bow the fellow made ! 


Dor. Bow! Why, I have known ſeveral footmen _ 


come down from London, ſet up here for dancing-maſters, 
and carry off the beſt fortunes in the country. 

Arch. [ Afide.) That project, for ought I know, had 
been better than ours—Brother Scrub, why don't you 


introduce me? 


Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange gentleman” s ſervant 
that ſaw you at church to day; I underſtood he came 
from London, and fo I invited him to the cellar, that he 
might ſhew me the neweſt flouriſh in whetling my 
knives, 

Der. And I hope you have made much of him. 

Arch. O yes, Madam; but the ſtrength of your la- 
dyſhip's liquor is a little too potent for the conſtitution 
of your humble ſervant, 

Mrs. Sz]. What, then you don't uſually drink ale. 

Arch, No, Madam, my conſtant drink is tea, or a 
little wine and water, tis preſcribed me by the phyſi- 
cian for a remedy againſt the ſpleen. 

Scrub. O la! O la l—a footman have the ſpleen— 

Mrs. Sal. I thought that We had been only 
proper to people of quality. Arch. 
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Arch. Madim, like all other faſhions, it wears out, 
and ſo defcenus to their ſervants ; tho? in a great many 
of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy par- 
ticles in the blood, occaſioned by the ſtagnation of 
Wages, : S 

Dor. How affectedly the fellow talks —— How long, 
pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent maſter ? 

Arch. Not long; my life has been moſtly ſpent in the 
ſervice cf the ladies. 

Mrs. Sal. And pray, which ſervice do you like beſt ? 

Arch. Madam, the ladies pay beſt; the honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficient wages; there is a charm in 
their 1o0ks that delivers a pleaſure with their commands, 
and gives our duty the wings of inclination. SE 

Mrs. Sal. That flight was above the pitch of a livery: 
and, Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfied to ſerve a lady 
again ? es 
Arch. As groom of the chambers, Madam, but not 
as a footman. 5 5 

Mrs. Sul. I ſappoſe you ferv'd as footman beſore? 

Arch. Fer that reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that putt 
again; for my memory is too weak for the load of 
meſſages that the ladies lay upon their ſervants in Ton- 
din: My Lady Hewd?ye, the laſt miſtreſs I ſery'd, call'd 


me up one morning, and told me, Martin, go to my Lady 


Allnight with my humble ſervice; tell her | was to wait 
on her ladyſhip yeſterday, and left word with Mrs. Re- 
becca, that the preliminaries of the affair ſhe knows of, 
are ſtopt till we know the concurrence of the perſon 
that I know of, for which there are circumſtances want- 
ing which we ſhall accommodate at the old place; but 
that in the mean time there is a perſon about her lady- 
hip, that from ſeveral hints and ſurmiſes, was acceſſaty 
at a certain time to the diſappointments that naturally 


attend things, that to her knowledge are of more im- 


ortance- BFV! 
ra and? Ha, ha! where are you going, Sir? 
Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done ——— The whole 


howd'ye was about half an hour long; ſo happen'd to 
miſplace two ſyllables, and was turn'd off, and render'd 
| incapable 4 


Dor. The pleaſanteſt fellow, Siſter, I ever arm 
| | - 4530: 1280's 
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But, friend, if your maſter be married, — I preſume 
you ſtill ſerve a lady ? 

Arch. No, Madam, I take care ncver to come 1nto 
a married family; the commands of the matter and 
miſtreſs are always fo contrary, that tis impoſſible to 
pleaſe both. 

Der. There's a main point: gain'd. My lord 13 
not marry'd, I find. Aide. 

Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, friend, that in ſo many good 
ſervices, you had not a better proviſian made for you? 

Arch. I don't know how, Madam. I am very 
well as ] am. 

Mrs. Sz. Something for a pair of gloves. 1 

[ Oerir.; Hei moncy. = 

Arch, I humbly beg leave to be excuſed : my maſter, ] 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I take money from any 
other hand, without injuring his honour, and diſobey- 
ing his commands. [ Ext, 

Dor. This is ſurprizing : Did you ever ſee ſo pretty 
a well-bred fellow? 

Mrs. Sul. The devil take him for wearing that livery. 

Dor. I fancy, filter, he may be ſome gentleman, a 
friend of my lord's, that his lordihip has pitch'd upon 
for his courage, fidelicy, and diſcretion, to bear him 
company in this Gref:, and who ten to one was his ſe- 
cond. 

Mrs, Sul. It is . it muſt be fo, and it ſhall be &— 
For I like him. 

Dor. What ! better than the count ? 

Mrs. Sal. The count happen'd to be the moſt agree- 
able man upon the place; and fo I choſe him to ferve 
me in my deſign upon my huiband But I ihould 9 
like this fellow better in a deſign upon myſelf. i 

Dor. But now, fitter, for an interview with this 
lord, and this gentleman; how ſhali we bring that 

about? 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! you country ladies x give no quar- 1 
ter, if once you be enter'd Wou'd ycu prevent 1 
their deſires, and give the feilows no wiſhing ume ?— 7 
Look'e, Derinda, if my Lord Aim well loves you or de- | 
ſerves you; he'll find a way to ſee you, and there we 
muſt leave it. My buſineis comes now upon the 
445i. Have you prepar'd your brother? 


ad, 
Ie Ir 


— 


Der, 
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Dor. Yes, yes. 
Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it? 

Dor. Be ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to himſelf, 
and promiſed to be guided by me: but here he comes— 
Enter Sullen. 

Sul. What ſinging was that I heard juſt now? 

Mrs. Sul. The ſinging in your head, my dear; you 
com plain'd of it all day. 

Sul. You're impertinent. 


Mrs. Sal. I was ever ſo, ſince I became one fleſh 


with you. 

Sul. One fleſh! rather two carcaſes join'd unnaturally 
together. 

Mrs. Sul. Or rather, a living ſoul coupled to a dead 
bod 

Der So, this is fine encouragement for me! 

Sul, Yes, my wife ſhews what you mult do. 
Mrs, Sal. And my huſband ſhews you what you muſt 
wer. 

Sul. *Sdeath ! why can't you be ſilent? 

Mrs. Sul. *Sdeath ! why can't you talk ? 

Sal. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 
Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe ? ? 


Sul. Siſter, heark'e¶ M hiſper,] I ſhan't be home till : 
it be late. [Exit 


Mrs, a/. What did he whiſper to ye? 
Der. That he would go round the back way, come 


into the cloſet, and liſten as I directed him — Bat let 
me beg once more, dear ſiſter, to drop this project; for, 


as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to kind- 
neſs, you may provoke him to rage; and then who 
knows how far his brutality may carry him P. 

Mrs. Sal, I'm provided to receive him, I warrant 
you. [ Exeunt. 


The End of the Third AC P. 


A C T IV. Sc E N- E 3 | 
Enter Dorinda, meeting Mrs. Sullen and Lady Bountiful. 


Dor. EWS, dear ſiſter, news, news! 
Enter Archer running. 
Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful ? — Pray 
which is the old Lady of you three? 
L. Peun- 


1 


7 


charitable act. 


him have five or ſix of a night. 


* 
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L. Boun. I am. 

Arch. O Madam, the fame of your ladyſhip's chari- 
ty, goodneſs, benevolence, ſkill, and ability, have drawn 
me hither to implore your ladyſhip's help in behalf of 


my unfortunate maſter, who is this moment breathing 


his laſt. | 

L. Boun. Your maſter ! where is he? | 

Arch. At your gate, Madam, drawn by the appear- 
ance of your handſome houſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the avenue, he was taken ill of a ſudden, 
with a ſort of I know not what; but down he fell, and 
there he lies. | 

L. Boun. Here, Scrub, Gip/ey, all run, get my eaſy- 
chair down ſtairs, -put the gentleman in it, and bring 


him in quickly, quickly. 


Arch. Heaven will reward your ladyſhip for this 
L. Boun. Is your maſter us'd to theſe fits? 
Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently. 


L. Boun, What's his name? 4 
Arch, Lord, Madam, he's a dying ; a minute's care 


or negle& may ſave or deſtroy his life. . | 
L. Boun. Ah, poor gentleman! Come, friend, ſhew 


me the way; I'll ſee him brought in myſelf. 

| [Exit awith Archer. 

Dor. O ſiſter, my heart flutters about ſtrangely, I can 
hardly forbear running to his aſſiſtance. 

Mrs. Sal. And Þ'll lay my life he deſerves your aſſiſt- 
ance more than he wants it. Did not I tell you that my 
lord would find a way to come at you? Love's his di- 
ſtemper, and you muſt be the phyſician ; put on all your 
charms, ſummon all your fire into. your eyes, plant the 
whole artillery of your looks againſt his breaſt, and 


down with him. 


Dor. O, ſiſter, I'm but a young gunner; I ſhall be 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhould recoil, and 
hurt myſelf. | 


Mrs. Sul. Never fear; you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 
you, if you will. | 


Der. No, no, dear ſiſter, you have miſs'd your mark 
ſo unfortunately, that I ſha'nt care for being inſtructed 
by you, 
7 5 Enter 


1 have known 


—— : 
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Enter Aimwell 1 a chair carry d ty Archer and * 
Lacy Bountiful, Gipfey; ; Aimwell counterfeiting 
fbcon. 

L. Boun. Here, here; let's ſee the hartſhorn drope.— 
Giafs, a glaſs of fair water, his ſit's very ſtrong.— 
Bleis me, how+his hands are clench'd! 

Arch, For ſhame, ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
you help us ? -Pray, Madam, {To Dorinda] take 
his hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt J hold his 
head. | Dorinda rates his Ba. 

Der. Poor gentleman !—Oh -he has got my hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully 

L. Bean. Tis the violence of his convulſion, child. 
Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 
caſes.— He'll bite you, if you don't have a care. 

Dor. Oh, my hand! my hand! PA | 

IL. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh git} I 
have got his hand open you, lee, with a great deal 'of 
eaſe. 

Arch. Ay, but, Madam, your daaghter' s hand is fome- 
what warmer than your ladyſhip's, and the heat of 1 It 


S @ + 24 


draws the force of the ſpirits that way. _ 


Mrs. Sat. J find, friend, you're very! learned i in theſs 


ſort of fits. 
* Arch. Tis no wonder, Magam, for Pm een ros- 
bled with them myſelf; I find myſelf extremely ill at 
this minute. [ Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 
Mrs. Sul. | Afde.) I fancy : cou'd find a way to cyre 
vou. 
5 L. Boun. His fit holds vim: very logg. 

Arch, Longer than uſual, Madam. 

L. Boun, Where did his illneſs take him rſt, pray ? 

Arch. To-day at church, Madam. 

L. Boun. Your maſter ſhould never go without a bot- 
tle to ſmell to Oh l—— he recovers the laven- 
der water —— O, he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, 
Sir, hem. ——C ey, bring the cordial water. 


{Aimwell /eems to awake in amaxt. 


Dor. How do you, Sir? 

Aim, Where am ] ? {4 | T Riſing: 
Sure I have paſs'd the gulph of Glent death, | 
And now am landed on th Elv/fan fſhore— _ 

| Veils 


ub. 
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Behold the goddeſs of thoſe happy plains, 
For Projerpine—Let me adore thy bright divinity. 
Kncels to Dorinda, and #iffes her hand. 
Mrs. Sul So, to, ſo, I knew where the fit would 
end, 
Aim. FEuryaice perhaps 6 
How cou'd thy Orpheus keep his « wank 
And not look back upon th:e?. | 
No treaſure but thyſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd him 
To look one minute off thee. 
1. Boun. Delirious, poor gentleman ! 
Arch, Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. 
Aim. Martin's voice, I think. 
Arch. Yes, my lord. —How does your lordſhip? 
L. Boun. Lord! did you mind that, girls? 
Aim, Where am I? 
Arch. In very good hands, Sir, —You were taken 
juſt now with one of your old fits, under the trees, juſt 
by this good lady's houſe ; her ladyſhip had you taken 


in, and has miraculouſly brought you to yourſelf, as 
you ſ ee... 


Aim. I am ſo confounded with ſhame, Madam, that 


I can now only beg pardon —— and refer my acknow- 


ledgments for your ladyſhip's care, till an opportunity 
offers of making ſome amends. —I dare to be no longer 


| troubleſome, — Martin, give two guineas to the ſer- 
vants. f ; [ Gong. | 


Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoun into 


the air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfectly 


recover d. | 
Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in dumb ſhew. 

Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent ill- 

neſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to my 
rave. 

. L. Boun. Come, Sir, your ſervant has been telling me 
that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the air—Your 
good manners ſha'n't get the better of ours Vou ſhall 
fit down again, Sir Come, Sir, we don't mind cere- 
monies in the country. — Here, Sir, my ſervice t'ye.— 
You ſhall taſte my water ; *ti: a cordial, I can aſſure 
you, and of my own making. [Aimwell in.] And 
how d'ye find yourſelf now, Sir ? 

Aim, Somewhat better tho' very faint ill. 

L. Bouns. 
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blood to keep out popery and ſlavery. 
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L. Boun. Ay, ay, people are always faint after thoſe 
fits, Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the gentleman the 
Houſe ; *tis but an old family building, Sir; but you'll 
find ſome tolerable pictures. Dorinda, ſhew the 
gentleman the way. [ ZEæit.] I muſt go to the poor wo- 


man below. 


Dor. This way, Sir. | 
Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my ſervant to wait 
on you, for he underſtands pictures very well. 
Mrs. Sul. Sir, we underſtand originals as well as he 
does pictures, ſo he may come along. | 
[Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sul. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor, 
Nuter Foigard. 
Foig. Save you, Maſter Scrub. TP! 
Scrub. Sir, J won't be ſav'd your way I hate a 
prieft, I abhor the French, and I defy the devi. dir, 
I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of my 


Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in poli- 
tics, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gzp/ey, 


Sͤcrub. Good Mr. prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 
ſhe's fick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's —— dead 


two months ago, Sir. 

Enter Gipſey. | . 
Gip. How now, impudence! How dare you talk fo 

faucily to the doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 


the common people of Erg/and are not fo civil to 


ſtrangers, as | | 9 | 
Scrub. You lie, you he; — 'tis the common people, 
fuch as you are, that are civileſt to ſtrangers. 
Gip. Sirrah, I have a good mind to—— Get you out, 
I fay. | 


Scrub. 1 won't. 


Gip. You won't, fauce-box—Pray, doctor, what is 


the captain's name that came to your inn laſt night? 
Scrub, The captain! ah, the devil! there ſhe ham- 
pers me again; — the captain has me on one fide, and 
the prieſt on other :—So between the gown and ſword 
I have a fine time on't. [ Going, 
Gip. What, Sirrah, won't you march ? 
Scrub, No, my dear, I won't march—but P11 walk: 
And I'll make bold to liſten a little too, 
[ Goes behind ihe fide ſcene, and liſtens. 
0 Grp. 


cle 


fe 


4. 


he 


att 


r. 


li 


THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 45 


Gif. Indeed, doctor, the count has been barbarouſly 
treated, that's the truth on't. | 
Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gip/ey, upon my ſhoul, now Gra, his 
complainings would mollify the marrow in your bones, 
and move the bowels of your commiſeration ; he weeps, 
and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and he 
laughs, and he ſtamps, and he * oh in concluſion, 
joy, he's afflicted, à la Frangots, an 
not know whider to cry, or to laugh with him. 
Gip, What wou'd you have me do, doctor? 


Foig. Noting, joy, but only hide the count in Mrs. 


Sullen's cloſet, when it is dark. | | 
Gip. Nothing ! Is that nothing ? It wou'd be both 
a ſin and a ſhame, doctor. - 


Fiig. Here are twenty Lewideres, joy, for your ſhame; | 


and I will give you an abſolution for the ſhin, 
Grip. But won't that money look like a bribe ? 


Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it.— lf you re- 


ceire the money before hand, *twill be /ogice, a bribe; 
but if you Ray till afterwards, *twill be only a gratification. 

Gip. Well, doctor, I'll take it /ogrce. 
muſt I do with my conſcience, Sir? 

Foig. Leave dat wid me, joy; I am your prieſt, 
Gra; and your conſcience 1s under my hands. 

Gip, But ſhou'd I put the count into the cloſet 

Foig. Vell, is dere any ſhin for a man's being in a 
cloſhet; one may go to prayers in a cloſhet. 

Gip. But if the lady ſhou'd come into her chamber, 
and go to bed? 


Foig. Vel, and is dere any ſhin in going to bed, joy? 


Gip. Ay, but if the parties ſhou'd meet, doctor? 

Foig. Vel den the parties muſt be reſponſible. 
Do you be gone aſter putting the count in the clo- 
het; and leave the ſhins wid themſelves.— I will 
come with the count to inſtruct you in your chamber. 

Gip. Well, doctor, your religion is fo pure —Methinks 


I'm fo eaſy after an abſolution, and can fin afreſh with _ 


ſo much ſecurity, that I'm reſolv'ꝰd to die a martyr to't.— 
Here's the key of the garden-door; come in the back 


way, when 'tis late.—-l'll be ready to receive you; but 


don't ſo much as whiſper, only take hold of my hand; 

I'll lead you, and do you lead the count, and follow 

Me, | [| Exeum, 
Ertre 


a ſtranger wou'd 


But what 


I . 2 h on Io ov 2 er 
— ERS — = =P meme 2 
— * : . 


* % nuts 
wenn . 


4 THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 


Enter Scrub; 
Scrub. What witchcraft now have theſe two im ps 6f 
the devil been a hatching here ? There's twenty 
Lewvidores; 1 heard that, aud ſaw the purſe: but I mull 
give room to my betcers, 
zer Mrs. Sul. and Archer. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, [T, Archer. i how d'ye like that 
iece? 
Arch. O. tis PE You find, Madam, how 2 
iter came di. Zuis'd to make dove 
Mis. Sal. Pray, Sir, what head is that in the corner 
there : ? 
Arch. O, Madam, tis poor Ovid in his exile. 
Mrs. Szl. What was he baniſh'd for ? 
Arch. His ambitions love, Madam. [ Bowwing.] Hy 
misfortune touches me. | 
Mrs. Sul. Was he ſucceſsful | in his amours ? 
Arch. There he has left us in the dark. —— lle was 
too much a gentleman to tell. | 
Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 
Arco. Ani it be were ſucceſfsſul, 1 envy him. 


Mrs. Sul. How d';e like that Venus over the chimney ? 


Arch. Venus! I proteſt, Macain, ] took it for your pic- 
ture; but now I look again, tis not handſome enough. 


Mrs. $u/. Oh, what a charm is flattery ! if you wou'd 


ſee my picture, there it is, over that cabinet. los 
d'ye like it? 
Arch. 1 muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has 
the leaſt reſemblance of you — But  methinks, Madam— 
He looks at ihe picture and Mrs. Sullen three or four times, 
by turns. ] Pray, Madam, who drew it? 

Mrs. Sal. A famous hand, Sir. 5 

Here Aimwell and Dorinda go of: 

Arch. A famous hand, Madam ;—Y our eyes, indeed, 
are featur'd there; but where's the ſparkling moiſture, 
ſhining flu, in which they iwim? The picture, in- 
deed, has your dimples; but wheie's the ſwarm of kill- 
ing Cupids that ſhou'd ambulh there? Ihe lips too are 
four out; but where's the carnation dew, the pouting 
ripeneſs that tempt the taſte in the original! 

Mrs. $4:, Had it been my lot to have maich'd with 
ſach a man! — "Tas 

Aich. Your breaſts too, preſumptuous man what! 
paint 


al 


1 
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paint. heaven! A propos, Madam, in the very next _ 
ture 15 $4lmoneus that was truck dead with lightning, f or 
offering to imitate Zowe's thunder; J hope you ſerv'd 
the painter ſo, Madam. 


Mrs. Sal. Had my eyes the power of mungen they 
ſnou'd employ their lightning better. 


Arch. There's the fineſt bed in that room, Madam; ; 


I ſuppoſe *tis your ladyſhip s bed- chamber? 

Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? 

Arch. I think the quilt is the richeſt that J ever aw. 
U can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the figures 
of che embreidery: Will you give me leave, Madam? 

Mrs. Sul. The devil take his impudence.— Sure, if I 
gave him an opportunity, he durſt not be rude. I have 


a great mind to try. —{ Going. Returns. ] Sdeath! what 
am I doing — And alone too! — Sifter, 1 
Aich. VU follow her cloſe— | 


For auhere a Frenchman durff attempt to ſtorm, ; 
A Eriton ſure may well the work perſerm. [Gong. 


Enter Scrub. 
Scrub. Nariin, Brother Mariin. 
Arch. O brother Scrub, I beg your pardon, I was not 
a going: Here's a guinta my maſter order'd zou. | 
Scrub, A guinea ! hi, hi, hy, a guinea! eh by 


this light it is a guinea; but! 5 you expect twen- 
ty ſhillings | in change. 


Arch. Not at all; I have another for Giphy. 
<crub, A guinea for her! Fire and faggot for the 
Witch, —— Sir, give me that gains 58 1'1] diicover a 


plot. 
WW ch. A plot! ' 


Scrub, Ay, Sir, a plot, a horrid plot. —Pirſt, it wuſt 
be a plot, becauſe there's a woman in't: Seconely, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's a prieſt in't : Thirdly, 
it muſt be a plot, becauſe there's French. gold in't: And, 
bourthlv, it muſt be a plot, becauſe 1 don't know what 
to make on t. 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, Fm ad, brother Sink, 

darub. Truty I'm afraid ſo too; for where thete's a 
prieſt and a Woman, there's always a myſtery, and a 
riddle, — lbs ] know, that here has been the doctor 
with a temptation in one hand, and an abſolution in the 


other, 
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other, and Gip/cy has ſold herſelf to the devil; I ſaw the 
price paid down; my eyes ſhall take their oath on't. 

Arch. And is all this buſtle about Gip/ey ? 

Scrub, That's not all; I could hear but a word here 
and there; but I remember they mention'd a count, a 
cloſet, a back door, and a key. 

Arch. The count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs. Sullen? 

Scrub. I did hear ſome word that ſounded that way: 
but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd not dif. 
tinguiſh. AL | 

Arch. You have told this matter to no body, brother? 

Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; Pm re- 


ſolv'd never to ſpeak one word, pro nor con, till we have 


a peace. | 4 
Arch. You're i'th* right, brother Scrub; here's a 


treaty a- foot between the count and the lady.— The 
prieſt and the chamber maid are plenipotentiaries. — 


It ſhall go hard but I'll find a way to be included in the 
treaty. Where's the doQor, now? 

Scrub, He and Gip/ey are this moment devouring my 
lady's marmalade in the cloſet, i 

Aim. | From without | Martin, Martin! 

Arch. I come, Sir, I come. | 


Scrub, But you forget the other guinea, brother Martin. 


Arch. Here I give it with all my heart. 5 

Scrub. And I take it with all my ſoul. [ Exeunt ſewe- 
rally.] I cod, PII ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gip/ey ; and 
if you ſhould ſet the captain upon me, theſe two gui- 
neas will buy me off. | Exit. 
| Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 

Mrs. Sul. Well, ſiſter, | 

Dor. And well, ſiſter. 

Mrs. Sul. What's become of my lord ? 

Dor. What's become of his ſervant ? ; 

Mrs. Sz/. Servant! He's a prettier fellow, and a fine 
gentleman by fifty degrees than his maſter. 
Dor. O my conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
fellow at the gallows foot. 

Mrs. Sul. O my conſcience I cou'd, provided I 
cou'd put a friend of yours in his room. 
Dor You deſir'd me, ſiſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgreſs'd the bounds of honour, 

Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cenſorious country en. 

What 
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What doſt mean ? You can't think of the man withour 
the bedfellow, I ind. 


Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that thoughts 


muſt conform to the humours of the company, 
Mrs. Sul. How a little love and converſation i improve 
a woman? Why, child, you begin to live. You 
never ſpoke before, 
Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before: my lord 
has told me, that I have more wit and beauty than any 
of my ſex; and truly I begin to think the man is ſincere. 
Mrs. Sal. You're in the right, Dorinda; pride is the 
life of a woman, and flattery is our daily bread.—— 
But VII lay you a guinea that I had finer things ſaid to 
« me than you had. 
he. Dor. Done. What did your fellow ſay to ye? 
Mrs. Sal. My fellow took che picture of Venus fot 
| mine, 
wn Der. But my lover took me for uu berſelf. N 
ny Mrs. Sal. Common cant! Had my ſpark call'd me a 
: Venus directly, I ſhould have believed him to be a foot 
man in good earneſt. 


Dor. But my lover was upon | 51 knees to me. 


a.” Mrs. Sul. And mine was upon his tiptoes to me, - 

| Dor. Mine'vow'd to die for me. 

8 Mrs. Sal. Mine ſwore to die wich me. 

ind Dor. Mine kiſs'd my hand ten thouſand times. 
W Mrs. SJ. Mine has all that pleaſure to come, 

25 Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſoſteſt moving things. 


Mrs. Sul. Mine had his moving things too. 
Dor. Mine offer'd marriage. 


Mrs. Sul, O Lard: D'ye call that a moving thing? 


here this ſeven years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome 
ill natur'd clown like yours: — whereas, if I marry 
my lord Aimavell, there will be title, place and prece- 
dence, the park, the play, and the drawing room, ſplen- 
dor, equipage, noiſe and flambeaux——Hey, my lady 


My lady Aimæuell's coach, put forward. 
make room ior her ladyſhip 


moving? What! 9 of 43 
D Mrs. 


Stand by; 


while the mind is converſant with fleſh and blood, it 


Der. The ſharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my dear ſitter: 
—— Why, my ten thouſand pounds may lie brooding 


Aimabell's ſervants there.— Lights, lights to the ſtairs. 


Are not theſe things 
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*Scdeath, *tis pity (© deceive her. 


Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe principles, top 
where jou are. | 5 
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Mrs. Sal. Happy, happy filter! Your angel has been 
watchful for your happineſs, whilſt mine has ſlept re- 


gardleſs of his charge. — Long ſmiling years of circlin 
Joys for you ; but not one hour for me! Heep. 


Dor. Come, my dear, we'll talk of ſomething elſe. 
Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, J own myſelf a woman, full of 
my ſex, a gentle, generous ſoul, — eaſy and yielding to 


ſoft deſires; a ſpacious heart, where love and all his 


train might lodge: And muſt the fair apartment of my 
bre aſt be made a ſtable for a brute to lie in ? 


Der. Meaning your huſband, 1 ſuppoſe ? 
Mrs, Sul. Huſbard! No, — Even huſband is too ſoft 
name for him.—But come, I expect my brother here 


to-night or to-morrow : he was abroad when my father 


marry'd me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 
Der. Will you promiſe not to make yourſelf eaſy in 
the-mean time with my lord's friend ? 3 
Mrs. Sal. Vou miſtake me, ſiſter.— It happens with us 
as among the men, the greateſt talkers are the greateſt 
cov atds: and there's a reaſon for it; thoſe ſpirits eva- 
porate in prattle, 3 do more miſchief if they 
took another courſe.—— Though, to confeſs the truth, 
I do love that fellow; — and if I met him dreſt as he 
ſhou'd be, and I undreft as 1 ſhou'd be>———Look'e, 
ſiſter, 1 bave no ſupernatural gifts; I can't ſwear I 


cou'd reſiſt the temptation, — though I can ſafely pro- 
miſe tc ayoid it; and that's as much as the beſt of us 
cin do. | | 


[ Exeunt, 
Et ter Aimwell and Archer laughtrg. 


Arch. And the aukward kindneſs of the good mo- 
therly old gentlewoman. 


Aim, And the coming eaſineſs of the 


youn 2 one. 


Aim. I can't flop; for ] love her to diſtraction. 
Arch. *Sdeath, if you love her a hair's breadth be- 
youd diſcretion, you muſt go no farther, 


Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
\ tering away our idle evenings at White's, Tom's, or 
Will's, and be filinted to bear looking at our old ac- 
- Evaintarce, the caids, becauſe our impotent pockets 

can't aflord us a guinea for the mercenary drabs;—and 


ten 


Uboobco. 
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ten thouſand ſuch raſcally tricks had we outliv'd our 


fortunes among our acquaintance. - But now 2 
Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this.—Strike 


while the iron is hot. This prieſt is the luckieſt part 


of our adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 

Aim. But I ſhould not like a woman that can be fo 
fond of a Frenchman. es: 

Arch. Alas, Sir, neceſſity has no law; the lady may 
be in diſtreſs. Well, if the plot lies as I ſuſpect 
mult put on the gentleman, But here comes the 
doctor: I ſhall be ready. [Exit 

Enter Foigard. 

Foig. Sauve you, noble friend. | 

Aim. O Sir, your ſervant ; pray, doctor, may I crave 

ur name? | 

Foig. Fat naam is upon me? my naam is Foigara, joy» 

Aim. Foigard! A very good name for a clergyman : 
pray, doctor Foigurd, were you ever in Ireland? 

Foig. Ireland! No, joy; Fat ſort of plaace is dat 
ſaam Ireland? Dey ſay de people are catch'd dere when 
dey are young. : | i 

Aim, And ſome of 'em here when they are old ; — 


as for example—[ Takes Foigard by the ſheulder.] Sir, I 


arreſt you as a traitor againſt the government; you're 
a ſubject of Zng/and, and this morning ſhew'd me a 


commiſſion by which you ſerv'd as chaplain in the 


French army : this is death by our law, and your reve- 

' rence muſt hang for't | 
Feig. Upon my ſhoul, noble friend, dis is ſtrange 
news you tell me, fader Foigard, a ſubject of England! 
de ſon of a burgomaſter of Brufjt/s, a ſubject of England 


Aim. The ſon of a bog-trotter in Ireland; Sir, your 
tongue will condemn you before any bench in the 
Kingdom, | 15 
Foig. And is my tongue all your evidenſh, joy? 

Aim. That's enough. . 4 

Foig. No, no, joy, for I will never ſpeak Englzh no 
more. 

Aim. Sir, I have other evidence. — Here, Martin, 
you know this fellow. 


D 2 Enter 
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Enter Archer. 

Arch. [in a po ] Saave you, my dear cuſſen, how 
does your health? 

Foig. Ah! Upon my ſhoul, dere is my countryman, 
and his brogue will hang mine. | Z/de.] Mynbere Ich abet 
neat watt hey zacht, Ick Univerfton tave neat, facrament, 

Aim. Altering your language won't do, Sir; this 
fellow knows your perſon, and will ſwear to your face, 

 Feig. Faaſh ! Fey, is dere brogue upon my faaſh too? 

Arch. Upon my ſoulvation dere iſh, joy.—But, cuſſen 
Mack/bane, vil you not put a remembrance upon me? 

Feig. Meckfhanz ! by St. Paarrick, dat is my naame 
ſhure enough. Ace. 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have it. | 

Foig. The devil hang you, joy 3 fat acquaint- 
ance are you my cuſſen? 

\ Arch. O, de devil hang your ſhelf, joys you know 
we were little boys togeder upon de ſchool, and your 
folter-moder's ton was marry'd upon my nurſe's chiſter, 
Joy, and ſo we aic Iriſb cuſſens. 

Fug. De devil taake de relation! Vel, joy, and fat 
ſchool was it? 

Arch. I think it vas— Aa twas T; if perary. 

Foig. Now, upon my ſhoul, joy, it was Kiltenry. 

Aim. That's enough ſor us.—— Self confeſhon. 
Come, Sir, we mutt deliver you into the hands of the 
next mag iſtrate. 

Arch. "He ſcnds you to paol, you're try'd next aflizes, 
and away you go ſwing into purgatory. 

Foig, And is it ſo wid you, cufſen? 

Arch. It wil be ſho wid you, cuſſen, if you don't | 
immediately confeſs the ſecret between you and Mrs. 
Grp/ey. —-- Look'e, Sir, the galiows or the ſecret, take 
your choice. 

Fig. The gallows ! ! Upon my ſhoul I hate that ſhame 
gallows, for it is a Ciſeaſh dat is fatal to our family. 
Vel, den, there is nothing, ſhentlemens, but Mrs. Sul- 
len wou'd ſpaak wid the count in her chamber at mid - 
night, and dere is no harm, joy, for I am to conduct 
the count to the | laaſh my ſelf. 

Arch. As I gucis'd.—- Have you communicirid the 
matter to the count? 

Foig. 1 have not ſheen him ſince. 


Arch. 


E 


Arch. Right agen; why then, doctor, 
eonduct me to the lady inſtead of the count. 

Fig. Fat, my cuſſen to the lady! Upon my ſhoul, 
gra, dabs too much upon the brogue. 

Arch. Come, come, doctor; conſider we have got a 
rope about your neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, we'il 
top your wind-pipe, moſt certainly ; we ſhall have an- 
other job for you in a day or two, | hope. 

Aim. Here's company coming this way; let's inta 
my chamber, and there concert our affairs farther. 

Arch, Come. my dear cuſſen, come along. LEY. 
Feig, Arra the devil take our relaſhion. 


you thall 


Enter Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one door, 


Gibbet az the oppo/ire; 


Gib. Well, gentlemen, tis a fine night for our en- 
terprize. 


Hounſ. Dark as hell. 


Bag. And blows like the devil; our landlord here 
has ſhew'd us the window where we muſt break i in, and 
telis us the plate ſtands i in the wainſcot cupboard in the 


pariour. 
Ben. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag foot, as the ſaying is, knives 


and forks, cups and cans, tumblers and tankards, —— 
There's one tankard, as the faying is, that's near upon 
as dig as me; it was a preſent to the '{quire from his 
god-mother, and ſmells of nutmeg and toaft, like an 


 £aft-Ingia ſhip. 


Heunſ, Then you ſay we muſt divide at the ftair-head. 
Bon. Ves, Mr. Hounſlow, as the ſaying is, ——- At 


one end of the gallery lies my lady Bozntiful and her 


daughter; and, at the other, Mrs, Sullen,——As for 
the ſquire— 

Gib. He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, and 
he's more than half ſeas over already. But ſuch a parcel 


of ſcoundrels are got about him there, that, I gad, I 


was aſham'd to be ſeen in their company. 


Bon. Tis now twelve, as the ſaying is. —Gentlemen, 
you mult ſet out at one, 

Gi. Hounſiow, do you and Bag. ſbot ſee our arms fd, 
and l' come to you preſently, 

Heounſ. and Bag, We will. 7 


Gib, Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub | 


is a coward, 


Sy Bon. 
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Bon, A chicken, as the ſaying is.— You'll have ns 
creature to deal with but the ladies. 

Gib. And I can aſſure you, friend, there's a great 
deal of addreſs and good manners in robbing a lady; 
Jam the moft a gentleman that way that ever travelled 


the road. — But, my dear Bonny, this prize will be a 


galleon, a Jigo buſineſs ,—TI warrant you we ſhall bring 
off three or four thouſand pound, 


Bon. In plate, jewels, and money, as the faying i 16, 
you may, 


Gib. Why then, bers, I defy thee ;\ I'll get up to 


town, ſell off my horſe and arms, buy myſelf ſome 
pretty employment in the law, and be as ſnug and as 
honeſt as e'er a long gown of em all. 


Bon. And what think you then of my canguter 
Cherry for a wife ? 


Gib. Look'e, my dear Bonny—Cherry is the goddeſs 


J adore, as the ſong goes; but it is a maxim, that man 


and wife ſhould never have it in their power to hang 


one another; for if they ſhou'd, the Lord have mercy 


upon em both. 1 5 


The End of the Feurth A CT. 


ACT - V. 
8 E N E continu:s, Knecking without. 


Enter Boriface. 


Hen, F Oming, coming. — A coach and fix foaming 

(; herſes at this Bs o'night ! Some great man, 
as the ſaying is, for he ſcorns to travel with other 
people, 


I * 


—_— _ 
Rd X — 


Faier Sir Charles Freeman. 

Sir Ch. What, fellow! A public houſe, and a-bed 
when other people ſleep ? 

Ben. Sir, T a'n't a-bed, as the ſaying i“. 

Sir Ch. I ſee that, as the ſaying is 18 Mr. Sullews 
family a-bed, think'e ? 

Bon. All but the ſquire himſelf, Sir, as the ſaying 
is; he's in the houſe. 

Sir Ch What company has he ? 

Ben. Why, Sir, there's the conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
exciſeman, the hunch- back'd barber, and two or three 
other gentlemen. 

| Sir Ch, 
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Sir Ch. I find my ſiſter's letters gave me the true pic 
ture of her ſpouſe. 


Enter Sullen drunk. 
Bon. Sir, here's the 'ſquite. 


Sul. The puppies left me . 
Sir C5. Well, Sir. 


Sul. Sir, I am an unfortunate man, 


thouſand pound a year, and I can't get a man to drink 
a cup of ale with me. 


Sir Ch. That's very hard. 


Sul. Ay, Sir.—And unleſs you have pity upon me, 
and ſmoke one pipe with me, I muſt e'en go home to 
my wife, and I had rather go to the devil by half. 

Sir CH. But J preſume, Sir, you won't ſee your wiſe 
to night, ſhe'!] be gone to bed — you don't uſe to lie 
with your wife in that pickle ? 


Sul. What! not lie with my wife! Why, Sir, do 
you take me for an atheiſt, or a rake ? 


lie from her. 


Sal. I think ſo too, friend. — But I am a Jaſtice of 
peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the law, 

Sir Ch, Law! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body 
obſerves law for law's ſake, only for the good of thete 
for whom it was made. 


Sal. But it the law orders me to ſend you to gaol, 
you muſt he there, my friend, 

Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a crime to deſerve it. 

Sul, A ciiire! Oons a*n't I marry'd ? 

Sir Ch, Nay, Sir, if you call marriage a crime, you 
muſt diſown it for a law. 

sul. Eh!—T muſt be acquainted with you, Sir, —But, 
Sir, I ſhoulu be very $9 to know the truth of this 
matter. ö 

Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound ſea, and few there 
be that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom. 
on'c, Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the line of your under- 
ſanding mayn't be long enough. 

Sul, Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your ſea of 
truth, but if a good parcel of land can intitle a man to 
a little truth, T have as much as any he in the county. 


Ven. | never heard your worſhip, as the ſaying is, talk. 
ſo much before, 


D 4 = 9,0 


I have three. 
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Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
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Sul. Becauſe I never met with a man that lik'd before. 
Bon. Pray, Sir, as the ſaying is, let me aſk you one 
queſtion: Are not man and wife one fleſh ? 

Sir C4, You and your wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
Aeſh; becauſe you are rothing elſe. —But rational crea- 
tures have minds that muſt be united, 

Sal. Minds! 3 ä | | 

Sir Ch. Ay, minds, Sir; don't you think that the 
mind takes place of the body ? 

Sal. In ſome people, | 
Sir Ch. Then the intereſt of the maſter muſt be con- 
felted before that of his ſervant. 8 4 
Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow, 
Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. Sir, I know tkat my two hands are naturally 
ere, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 

help one another in all the actions of life; but I cou'd 
not ſay ſo much if they were always at cuffs, 
Sul. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir? 

Ful. Will you take her, Sir? 

Sir Ch. With all my heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow morning, and a 
veniſon paſty into the bargain. _ 
Sir Ch, You'll let me have her fortune too ? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no quarrel to her 
fortune——-I only hate the woman, Sir, aud none but 
the woman ſhall go. pr 

Sir Ch. But her fortune, Sir 

Sul. Can you play at whiſt, Sir? 

Sir Ch, No, truly, Sir, 

Sul. Nor at all-fours ? 

Sir Ch, Neither, | 

Sul. Oons where was this man bred ? [4/de.] Burn 
me, Sir, I can't go home, 'tis but two o'clock. 
Sir C5, For half an hour, Sir, if you pleaſe—— But 
you mult conſider tis late, 

Sul. Late! that's the rcaſon I can't go to bed 

Come, S1;-— ny [ Exeunt, 

Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the flage, and knocks at Aim- 

well's clauber- door. Enter Aimwell in his night cap 
and goaun. 

Aim. What's the matter? You tremble, child, you're 
$11 Zh ted! | Cher, 


Pond bf 


r 
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Cher, No wonder, Sir.—But in ſhort, Sir, this very 
minzte a gang of rogues are gone to rob my lady 
Bountiful's houſe, 

Aim, How! 


Cher, I dogg'd 'em to the very door, and left 'em 
breaking in. 


Aim, Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the news ? 
Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the 


whole plot, and twenty other things, to your man Mar- 
in; but I have ſearch'd the whole houſe, and can't find 
him; where is he? 


Aim. No matter, child; will you guide me imme- 
Giately to the houle ? 

Cher. With all my heart, Sir ; ; my lady Bountiful is 
my godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well 

Aim, Dorizda ! 'The name inſpires me, the glory and 
the danger ſhall be all my own. — Come, my life, let 


me but! get my ſword. [ Exeunt. 


 SCEN E changes to the bed. chamber in Lady 
Bountiful*s houfe. 


Enter Mrs, Sullen, and Dorinda, undreſi d; a table and 
lights. 


Dor. 'Tis very late, ſiſter; no news of your ſpouſe yet? 
Mrs. SJ. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till towards 


four, and then perhaps J may be executed with his 
company. 


Dor. Well, my dear, PI leave you to your teſt; 


you'll go directly to bed, I ſuppoſe. 
Mrs. Sul. I don't know what to do; hey-ho! 
Der. That's a defiring ſigh, ſiſter. 


| Mrs. Se. This is a languiſhing hour, fiſter. | 
Dor. And might prove a critical minute if the pretty 


fellow were here. 


Mrs. Sal. Here? what, in my bed-chamber, at two 
o'clock i'th* morning, I undreſs'd, the family aſleep, 
my hated huſband abroad, and my lovely ſellow at my 
fect 0 gad, ſiſter. 


Der. Thoughts are free, liſter, and them I allow you. 
So my dear, good night, | [ Exit. 


Mrs. Sal. A good reſt to my dear Dorinda. — 
Thoughts free! are they ſo? Why then foppoſ him 
5 ere, 
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here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning bride. 
groom, [ Here Archer fleals out Y the cle/et] with tongue 
enchanting, eyes bewitching, knees imploring. [ Turns 

a little on one fide, and ſees Archer in the poſture ſhe de- 

N ] Ah! [Shrieks, and runs to the other fide of the 
por ] Have my thoughts rais'd a ſpirit What are 
you, Sir, a man or a devil! | 

Arch. A man, a man, Madam. Ning. 

Mrs. Sul. How fhall I be ſure of it? 

Arch, Madam, PI give you demonſtration this mi- 
nute. [Takes her hand, 
Mrs. Sul. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude ? 
Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Sul. In the name of wonder whence came ye? 
Arch. From the ſkies, Madam. — I'm a Jupiter in 
bove, and you fhall be my Aicmena. 

Mrs. Sul. How came you in? 

Arcb. I flew in at the window, Madam, your couſin 
Cupid lent me his wings, and your fiſter Venus open'd 
the caſement. 

Mrs. Sed. I'm firuck dumb with admiration. 

Arch. And I with wonder. | Leos paſſionately at ber. 
How beautiful ſhe looks — the teeming jolly ſprivg 
{miles in her blooming face, and, when ſhe was con- 
ceiv'd, her mother ſmelt to roſes, laok'd on lilies —— 


Lilies unfold their white, their fragraut charms, 


When the warm ſun thus darts into their arms. 
[ Runs to her. 


Mrs. Sul. Ah! [ $hrieks. ] 

Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll 
raiſe the houſe. 

Mrs. Sl. Sir, I'll wake the dead before II bear 
this. Your impudence has cur'd me. 

Arch. If this be impudence, [Kneels} I leave to your 
partial ſelf ; no panting pilgrim, after a tedious, painful 
voyage, Cer bow'd before his ſaint with more devotion. 

Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. Ala. 
Riſe thou proftrate engineer, not all thy undermining 
kill ſhall reach my heart. Riſe, and know I ama 
woman without my ſex; I can love to all the ten- 
derneſs of wiſhes, fighs and tears. But go no far- 

ther. Still to convince you that I'm more than wo- 
Man, 


0 . . 
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man, I can ſpeak my frailty, confeſs my weakneſs even 
for you—— But 

Arch. For me Going 10 lay hold on her. 

Mrs. Sal. Hold, Sir, build not upon that, - for my 
moſt mortal hatred follows, if you diſobey what I com- 
mand you now leave me this minute. If he. 
denies, I'm Joft. [ Afide. 

Arch, Then you'll promiſe- | 

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come ? 

Mrs. Sal. 'To-morrow, when you will. 

Arch. Your lips muſt ſeal the promiſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! 

Arch. Te muſt, they muſt, [Kies her.] 8 


and paradiſe! And why not now, my angel? The 


time, the place, ſilence and ſecrecy all conſpire. 
And the now conſcious ſtars have pre-ordain'd this mo- 
ment for my happineſs, [ Takes her in his arms. 
Mrs. Sul, You will not, cannot, ſure. 
Arch, If the ſun rides faſt, and diſappoints not mor- 


tals of to-morrow's dawn, this night ſhall crown my, 


joys. 
Mrs. Sul. You ſhall kin me firſt. | 
Arch. I'll die with you. [ Carrying her off. 


Mrs. Sul, T hieves, thieves, murder 
Enter Scrub in his breeches, and one ſhce.. 

Scrub. Thieves, thieves, murder, popery!. | 

Arch, Ha! the very-timorous ſtag will kill in rutting- 


time. [Draws, and offers to ſiab Scrub, 


Scrub. ¶ Kneeling, ] O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, and 


take my life. 


Mrs, Sul. [ Holding Archer's hand. ] W hat does the 


felloẽ mean? 
Scrub. O Madam, down upon your knees, your 
marrow bones he's one. of them. 
Mrs. Sul, Of whom? 
Scrub. One of the rogues 


one of the honeſt gentlemen thar Juſt now are broke. 
mto the houſe. 
Arch, How ! 
Mrs. Sul. J hope you did not come to rob me? | 
Arch. Indeed I did, Madam; but 1 wou'd aye 


mken nothing but what you might very well ha' ſpar”. 


ba, 


I beg your pardon, 
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but your crying thieves has wak'd this dreaming fool, 
and fo he takes em for granted. | 

Scrub. Granted ! 'tis granted, Sir; take all we have, 

Mrs. Sul. The fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam. 

Scrub, Oons, Madam, they're broke into the houſe 
with fire and ſword ; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll 


be here this minate. 


Arch. What, thieves! 

Scrub. Under favour, Sir, I think ſo, 

Mrs. Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir? | 

Arch. Madam, I wiſh your ladyſhip a good night. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your im- 
mortal hatred ? 

Mrs. Sal. Nay, but pray, Sir [ Tales hold of him. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be raviſh'd. 
—You ſee, Madam, you muſt uſe men one way or 
other; but take this by the way, good Madam, that 
none but a fool will give you the benefit of his courage, 


unleſs you'll take his love along with it. — How are they 
-arm'd, friend? | 


Scrub. With ſword and piſtol, Gle. 
Arch. Huſh! — I ſee a dark lanthorn coming thro' 
the gallery. — Madam, be aſſur d I will project you, 


or loſe my life. 


Mrs. Sal. Your life! no, Sir, they can rob me of 
nothing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, 
let me intreat you to be gone. 

Arch. No, Madam, I'll conſult my own ſafety for the 


ſake of yours: I'll work by ſtratagem: have you cou- 
rage enough to ſtand the appearance of em? 


Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, ſince I have ſcap'd your hands, I 


can face any thing. 


Arch. Come hither, brother Scrub, don't you know 


me? 


Scrub. Eh! my dear brother, let me kiſs thee. 


LK. 72 Ar cher. 
Arch, This way. — Here 
[Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 


EFulir 


r. 
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veneration—for this necklace. 
come round, and ſeiz'd the piſtol, takes Gibbet by the 
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Enter Gibbet, with a dark lanthorn in one hand, and a 
| piſtol in lot her. | 
Gib. Ay, ay, this is the chamber, and the lady alone. 
Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd) ou have? 
D'ye come to rob me? Fs | 
Gib. Rob you! alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 
younger brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you make 
a noiſe, Ill ſhoot you through the head: but don't be 
afraid, Madam, [ Laying his lant horn and piftol upon the 
table.] Theſe rings, Madam; don't be concern'd, Ma- 
dam; I have a profound reſpect for you, Madam, your 
keys, Madam; don't be frighted, Madam, I'm the moſt © 
of a gentleman: [Searching ber pockets. ] This necklace, 
Madam; I never was rude to any lady | — T have a 
| Here Archer Havi 


collar, trips up his heels, and claps the piſtol to bis 
breaſt.) 5 ; : 
Arch. Hold, profane villain, and take the reward of 
thy ſacrilege. 35 « 
Gib. Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I a'n't prepar'd. 

Arch. How many are there of 'em, Scrub? 

Scrub. Five-and-forty, Sir. | 
Arch. Then I muſt kill the villain, to have him out 
of the way. N 1 

Gib. Hold! hold! Sir; we are but three, upon my 
honour. BN 

Arch, Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him ? 

Scrub. Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 

Arch. Run to Gipſey's chamber, there you'll find the 
doctor; bring him hither preſently. 
| | [Exit Scrub, running. 
Come, rogue, if you have a ſhort prayer, ſay it. 

Gib. Sir, I have no prayer at all; the government 
has provided a chaplain to ſay prayers for us on theſe 
occaſions, | 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him: — you fright me 
as much as him. „ 

Arch. The dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the oc- 
caſion of my diſappointment, —Sirrah, this moment 
is your laſt, 


* 


Gib. Sir, I'll give you two hundred pounds to ſpare 
my life. 45 


Ar ch. 
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Arch. Have you no more, raſcal ?: 
Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command four hundred; but L 
muſt reſerve two of 'em to ſave my life at the ſeſſions. 
Enter Scrub and Foigard. 
Arch. Here, doQor : I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him: Lay hold of him. 


[Foigard Wh hold of Gibbet. 
Gib. What! turn'd over to the prieft already. 


Look'e, doctor, you come before your time; n 
condemsn'd yet, I thank ye. 


Foig. Come, my dear joy, I vil ſecure your body 
and your ſhoul too; I will make you a good catholic, 
and give you an abſolution. 


Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a pardon, 
doQor ? 


Foig. No, joy. — 

Gib. Then you and your abſolution may go to the 
devil. 

Arch, Convey him into the cellar ; there bind him: 
take the piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot him 


through the head, and come back to us with all the 
ſpeed you can. 


Mrs. Sal. But how came the doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam [Shrieking without, ] 
*Scdeath ! the rogues are at work with the other ladies: 
—]m vex'd I parted with the piſtol; but I muſt fly to 
their aſſiſtance.— Will you ſtay here, MaCam, or ven- 
ture yourſelf with me? 

Mrs. Sal. Oh, dear Sir, with you, 

[ Takes him by the arm, and Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to another apartment in the houſe, 
Enter Hounſlow dragging in Lady Bountiful, and Bag- 

ſhot hauling in Dorinda; the rogues with fewords 

drawn. 

Houn, Come, come, your jewels, miſtreſs. 

Bag Your keys, your keys, old gentlewoman. 

Enter Aimwell. ; 

Aim. Turn this way, villains; I durſt engage an 


army in ſuch a cauſe. He engages em both. 


Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 
Arch. Hold, hold, my lord; every man his bird; 
Pray. [T hey engage man 1 man; the rogues are 
thrown down and diſarm'd. 
Arch. 
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Arch. Shall we kill the rogues ? 

Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 

Arch. Ay, ay ; here, Madam, lend me your garter. 

[To Mrs. Sullen, ache lands by him. 

Mrs. Sal. The devil's in this fellow; he fights, loves, 
and banters, all in a breath: here's a cord that the 
rogues brought with 'em, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. Right, right, the rogue's deltiny, a rope: to 
hang himſelf, —— Come, my lord, — this is but a ſcan- 
dalous ſort of an office, [ Binding the rogues togethes.]. 
[Enter Scrub. ] Well, Scrub, have you ſecured yqur 
Tartar © 


Scrub. Ves, Sir, I left the prieſt and him diſputing: 
about religion. 
Aim. And pray carry theſe gentlemen to reap tlie be- 
nefit of che contreverly. | Delivers the prijencrs to 
| Scrub, awho leads em out. 
Aim. I fancy, Arch ber, you have been more ſucceſsful 
in your adventures than the houſe-breakers. 
Arch, No matter for my adventure, your's is the prin- 
eipal.— Preſs her this minute to marry you, 
while ſhe's hurry'd between the palpization of her ſear, 
and the joy of her deliverance, now while the tice of 
her ſpirits is at high flood; throw yourſelf at her feet, 
ſpeak ſome romantic nonſenſe or other ;—confound her 
ſenſes, bear down her reaſon, and away with her: 


the prieſt is now in the cellar, and dares not refuſe to 
do the work. 


Enter Lady Bountiful. 
Aim. But how ſhall 1 get off without being obſery'd ? 


Arch. You a lover !. and not find a way to get off, —. 
Let me ſee. 


Aim. You bleed, Archer. 
Arch. *Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this wound will do 
the buſineſs, —— I'll amuſe the old lady and Mrs. Su/{z 
about dreſſing my wound, while you carry off Do- 
rinda. 
I. Boun. Gentlemen cou'd we underſtand how yan 
wou'd be gratified for the ſervices: 


Arch. Come, coine, my lady, this 1s no time for com- 
pliments; I'm wounded, Madam. 


L. Boun. and Mrs. Su/. How! wounded | 
Der, 1 hope, Sir, you have received no hurt? 


Aim. 


now 
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is paſt, have the confidence to deny me? 


your protection? 
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Ain. None but what you may cure 


[ Makes love in dumb foray. 
L. Run, Let me fee your arm, Sir,—I muſt have 


ſome powder-ſugar to flop the blood, — O me! an 


ugly gaſh; upon my word, Sir, you muſt go into bed. 
Arch. Ay, my lady, a bed wou'd do very well —— 


Madam, [To Mrs. Sollen. ] will you do me the favour 
to conduct me to a chamber? 


L. Boun. Do, do, daughter, while I get the lint, 
and the probe, and the plaiſter ready. 


 [ Runs out one way, Aimwell carries of Dorinda 


another. 


Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 


mother's commands ? 


Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 


confidence to aſk me? 


Arch. And if you go to that, bow can yon, after what 


Was not 
this blood ſhed in your defence, and my life expos'd for 


of fortune, and muſt be paid. 


Mrs. Sal. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid 
me with your ſervices. 


Arch. Tis ngonerous in you, Madam, not to re- 


„ em. 


Mrs. Su/. How ! at the expence of my honour. 
Arch. Henour! Can honour conſiſt with ingrati- 


- tude? If you wou'd deal like a woman of honour, do 


like a man of honour: D'ye think I would deny you 
in ſuch a caſe? 


Emer Gipſey. 


Gip. Madam, my lady order'd me to tell you, that 
your brother is below at the gate. 


Mrs. Sul. My brother ! Heavens be prais'd : — Sir, 


he ſhall thank you for your ſervices, he has it in his 
power. 


Arch. Who is your brother, Madam? 


Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Freeman: — you'll excuſe me, 
Sir; I muſt go and receive him. 


Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! *Sdeath and hell! —— 


my old acquaintance, Now, unleſs Ainnvell has made 


good 


Look'e, Madam, I'm none of 
your romantic fools, that fight giants and monſters for 
nothing; my valour is downright Sage; Lam a ſoldier 


Here, doctor 
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good uſe of his time, all our fair machine goes ſouſe 


into the ſea, like the Ediſtone. [Exit. 


SCENE changes to the gallery i is the Jame houſe, 


Exter Aimwell and Dorinda. 
Dor. Well, well, my lord, you have comnatred s ; 
your late generous action will, I hope, plead for my 


eaſy yielding ; though, I muſt own, your lordſhip had 
a friend in the fort before. 


Aim. The ſweets of Hybla dwell upon her tongue. 


Enter F oigard 4155 a book, 

Foig. Are you prepar'd, boat? 

Dor. I'm ready: but firſt, my lord, one word. 
I have a frightful example of a haſty marriage in my 
own family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, 
my lord, conſider a little 

Aim, Conſider! Do you doubt my honour, or wy 
love ? 

Der. Neither : I do believe you equally juſt as brave. 
—And were your whole ſex drawn out for me to chuſe, 


I ſhow'd not caſt a look upon the multitude if you were 


abſent, —But, my lord, I'm a woman; colours, con- 
cealments may hide a thouſand faults in me,—There- 
fore know me better firſt; I hardly dare affirm I know 
myſelf in any thing except my love. 
Aim. Such goodneſs who cou'd injure? I find myſelf 


unequal to the taſk of villain; ſhe has gain'd my ſoul, 


and made it honeſt like her own.—I cannot hurt her. 
Alide.] Doctor, retire. ¶ Exit Foigard.] Madam, be- 
hold your lover and your proſelyte, and judge of my 
paſſion by my converſion.—I'm all a lye, nor dare 1 


give a fiction to your arms; l'm all a counterfeit, ex- 


cept my paſſion. 

Dor. Forbid it, heaven! A counterfeit ! 

Aim. I am no lord, but a poor needy man, come with 
a mean, a ſcandalous deſign, to prey upon your for- 
tune: — but the beauties of your mind and perſon have 
ſo won me from my ſelf, that, like a truſty ſervant, I 
prefer the intereſt of my miitreſs to my own. 

Dor. Sure, I have had the dream of ſome poor ma- 
riner ; a ſleeping image of a welcome port, and wake 
inyoly'd i in e. Sir, who are you ? 


Aim. 
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Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title I uſurped, but 
ftranger to his honour or his fortune. 


Dor; Matchleſs honeſty ! — Once I was proud, Sir, 


of your wealth and title, but now am prouder that you 


want it: Now I can ſhew, my love was juſtly levell'd, 
and had no aim but love. Doctor, come in. 
Enter Foigard at one door, Gipſey at another, who 
*#whi/pers Dorinda. 
Your pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir. 
You muſt excuſe me. — IL'Il wait on you preſently. 
[Exit awith Gipſey. 
Fos g. Upon my ſhoul, now, dis is fooliſh, [ Zait. 


Aim. Gone! and bid the prieſt depart. It has 
an ominous look. | 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. Courage, Tom. — Shall I wiſh you joy? 
Aim. No. 


Arch. Oons! man, what ha' you been doing ? 


Aim. O Archer, my honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 
Arch, How! 


Aim. I have diſcover'd myſelf. 
Arch. Diſcover'd ! And without my conſent ? What! 


Have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame bottom 
with your's, and ycu diſpoſe of all without my partner» 


chip? 

Aim. O Archer, 1 own my fault. 

Arch. After conviction — Tis then too late for par- 
don. You may remember, Mr. Aimavell, that you pro- 


pos 'd this folly.— As you begun, ſo end it, — Henceſorth 


I'll hunt my fortune ſingle. — So fare wel. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. 

Arch.. Stay! What to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and 
laugh'd at! — No, I wou'd ſooner change conditions 


with the worſt of the rogues we juſt now bound, than 


bear one ſcornful ſmile from the proud knight that once 
I treated as my equal, 


Aim. What knight? 


Arch. Sir Charts Freeman, brother to the lady that 1 


had almoſt But no matter for that; 'tis a curſed 


night's work, ard fo I leave you to make the beſt on't. 
Aim. Frama: I 


Arch, 


One word, Archer, Still I have 


hopes; methought ſhe receiy d my cor feſſion with. 
_ Pleaſure. 


da 


. 
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Arch. *Sdeath, who doubts it ? 
Aim. She confented after to the match; and ſtill x 


dare believe ſhe will be juſt. 


Arch. To herſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd have 

been. 

Aim. By all my hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 
Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 

Dor. Come, my dear lord I fly with impatience 


to your arms,—— The minutes of my abſence were a 
tedious year, Where's this prieſt ? 


| Enter Foigard. 
Arch. Oons, a brave girl! : | 
Dor, I ſuppoſe, my lord, this gentleman is privy to 
our affairs ? 
Arch. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your father. 
Dor. Come, prieft, do your office. 
Arch. Make hafte, make haſte, couple 'em any way. 
[Takes Aimwell's hand.] Come, Madam, I'm to give 
you | a. | ct 
Dor, My mind's alter'd ; I won't. 
Arch. Eh — DOOR 
Aim, Pm confounded. 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, and ſo is my ſhelf. 
Arch. What's the matter now, Madam? 
Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous action deſerves ano- 


ther. — This gentleman's honour oblig'd him to hide 


nothing from me; my juſtice engages me to conceal 
nothing from him; in ſhort, Sir, you are the perſon. 
that you thought you counterfeited ; you are the true 
lord viſcount Aimwell, and I wiſh your lordihip joy. 
Now, prieſt, you may be gone; if my lord is now 
pleas'd with the match, let his lordſhip marry me in the 
tace of the world. | 

Aim, What does ſhe mean? 

Dor. Here's a witneſs for my truth. 

Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 

Sir Ch. My dear lord 4imwell | with you joy. 

Aim, Of what ? . | 

Sir Ch. Of your honour and eſtate. Your brother 
died the day before I left Londen; and all your friends 
have writ after you to Braſſels; among the reſt I did 
myſelf the honour. | | 

Arch., Heark'e, Sir knight, don't you banter now! 

. dir Ca, 


— 
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Sir Ch, Tis truth, upon my honour, 


Aim. Thanks to the pregnant ſtars that form'd this 
accident. | 


Arch. Thanks to the womb of time that brought it 


forth; away with it. | 
Aim. Thanks to my guardian angel that led me to 
the prize [Taking Dorinda's hand, 
Arch. And double thanks to the noble Sir Char; 
Freeman. My lord, I wiſh you joy. My lady, I wiſh 
you joy. I gad, Sir Freeman, you're the honeſteſt 
fellow living. ——'Sdeath, I'm grown ſtrangely airy 
vpon this matter. My lord, how d'ye? ——A word, 
my lord: Don't you remember ſomething of a previous 
agreement that intitles me to the moiety of this lady's 
fortune, which, I think, will amount to five thouſand 
pounds ? _— LEES +4 | 
Aim. Not a penny, Archer: you wou'd ha' cut my 
throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this lady. 
Arch. Ay, and I'll cut your throat ſtill, if you ſhou'd 
deceive her now. „„ 5 
Aim. That's what J expect; and, to end the diſpute, 
the lady's fortune is ten thouſand pounds; we'll divide 
Rakes; take the ten thouſand pounds, or the lady. 
Dor. How! Is your lordſhip ſo indifferent? 
Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his lordſhip knows very 


well that Pll take the money; I leave you to his lord- 


hip, and fo we're both provided for. 
| Emer Foigar ea... 
: Foig. Arra fait, de people do (ay you be all robb'd, 
* The ladies have been in ſome danger, Sir, as 
you ſaw. > 5 ; 
Fioig. Upon my ſhoul our inn be rob too. 
Aim. Our inn! By whom? | 
Foig. Upon my ſhalwation, our landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid de money. 
Arch. Robb'd himſelf! - „ 
Feig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred pounds, 
Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred pounds! 
__ Forg. Yes fait honny, that I did owe to him. 
Ain. Our money's gone, Frank, 
Arch. Rot the money, my wench is gone, ——— 


Scavex vous quelque choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry? 


Enter 


owin, 


De 
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Enter a fellow with a flrong box and a letter, 

Fell. Is there one Martin here ? 

Arch. Ay, ay, who wants him? 

Fell. T have a box here and a letter for him. 

Arch. [Taking the box.) Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain ! By this light, my lord, our money again. 
Bat this unfolds the riddle. Opening the leiter, reads.] 
Hum, hum, hum—— O, *tis, for the public good, and 
ma{t be communicated to the company. | 

Mr. Martin, 

V Y father, being afraid of ax impeachment by the 
rogues that are taken to night, is gone off; but if you 
can procure him a pardon, bel make great diſcoveries that 


| may be uſeful to the country. Cou'd 1 have met you inflead 


of your maſter to night, I wou'd have deliver'd my/elf inte 
your hands, with a ſum that much exceeds that in your 
firong box, which ] have Jent you, with an aſſurance to 


ny dear Martin, that 1 Gall ever be his moſt faithful 
Friend till death, | 


Cherry Boniface. 
There's a billet doux for you. As for the father, I 
think he cught to be encouraged; and for the daugh- 
ter,. —— pray, my lord, perſuade your bride to take her 
into her ſervice inſtead of Gięſey. 

Aim. I can aſſure you, Madam, your deliverance was 
owing to her diſcovery, _ 

Der. Your command, my lord, will do without the 
obligation, Pi] take care of her. 

Sir Ch, This good company meets opportunely in 
farour of a deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 
ſiſter: I intend to part her from her huſband, Gen- 
tlemen, will you aſſiſt me? 

Arch, Aſſiſt you! *Sdeath, who wou'd not ? 

. Ay, ans my ſhoul, we'll all asſhiſt. 

Enter Sullen. 

Sul. What's all thi: ? — They tell me, ſpouſe, that 
you had like to have been robb'd. 

Mrs. Sul. Truly, ſpouſe, I was pretty near i. 
had not theſe two-gentlemen interpos'd. 

Sal. How came theſe gentlemen here ? 

Mrs. Sal. "That's his way of returning thanks, you 
muſt Know. 


F oig . 
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Foig. Ay, but upon my conſhience de * be 
appropo for all dat. 

Sir CH. You promiy'd laſt night, Sir, that you would 
deliver your lady to me this * 

Sul. Humph. 

Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Homph 1. 
Sir, you fhall deliver her. In ſhort, Sir, we have 
ſav'd you and your family; and if you are not civil, 


we'll unbind the rogues, join with 'em, and ſet fire to 


your houſe. — What does the man mean? Not part 
with his wife! 

Foig. Arra, not part wid your i) Upon my ſhoul, 
de man doſh not underſtand common ſhivility. | 

Mrs. Sal. Hold, gentlemen, all things here muſt move 
by . conſent ; compulſion would ſpoil us : let my dear 
and I talk the matter over, and you mall judge it be. 
tween us. 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our judges ;= 
Pray, Sir, who are you ? 

dir C. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take away 

our wife. 

Sul. And you, good Sir 4 

Aim. Thema: viſcount Aimæuell, come to take away 
you ſiſter. 

Sul. And you, pray Sir ? | 

Arch. Francis 1 Eſq; come 
Sul. To take away my mother, I hope. Gentle⸗ 
men, you're heartily welcome: I never met with three 
more obliging people ſince I was born.—And now, my 
dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt word. 


Arch. And the laſt, for five pounds, [A fat. 
Mrs. Sul. Spouſe, | 
Sul. Rib. 


Mrs. Sul. How long have you been marry'd ? 
Sul. By the almanack fourteen months; 3 — but by 

my account fourteen years. 

Mrs. Sul. Lis thereabout hy my reckoning. 

Foig. Upon my conſhience dere accounts vil agree. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, ſpouſe, what did you marry fort 
Sul. To get an heir to my eſtate. 

Sir Cꝰ. And have you ſucceeded ? 

Ful. No. 


arch, 
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Arch. The condition fails of his fide, 
Madam, what did you marry for ? 

Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the weakneſs of my ſex by the 
firength of his, and to enjoy the pleaſures of an agree- 
able ſociety. 


Sir Ch, Are your expectations anſwer'd ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Fiig. Arra honeys, a clear caaſe, a clear ceaſe! 

Sir Ch. What are ng bars to your mutual content- 
ment ? 


Mrs. Sal. In the rl place, I can't drink ale with 
him. 


Sal. Nor can I drink tea with her. 

Mrs. Sal. I can't hunt with you. 

Sul. Nor can I dance with you. 

Mrs. Sul. I hate cocking and racing. 
Sul. And I abhor ombre and picquet. 

Mrs. Sl. Your ſilence is intolerable: 

Sul. Your prating is worſe. 


Mrs. Sal. Have we not been a perpetual oftence to 
each other——a gnawing vulture at the heart? 
Sul. A frightful gobling to the fight. 
Mrs. Sul. A porcupine to the feeling. 
Sul. Perpetual wormwood to the taſte. 


Mrs. Sul, Is:there on earth a thing we can agree in? 
Sul, Ves — to part. 


Mrs. Sul. With all my heart. 
Ful. Your hand. 
Mrs. Sal. Here. 


Sul, Theſe hands Join'd us, theſe ſhall part us.— 
Away 


Mrs. Sal. North. 

dul. South. 

Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. 

Sul. Weſt; as far as the poles aſunder. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, a very pretty ſheremony. 

Sir Ch, Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my ſiſter's. 
fortune to make us eaſy. | 

Sul. Sir Charles, ou love your fiſter, and I love her 
fortune; every one to his fancy. 


Arch, Then you won't refund. 
Sul. Not a ſtiver. 


Arch. What is her portion! 
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Sir Ch. Ten thouſand pounds, Sir. 

Arch. I'll pay it: my lord, I thank him, bis enable 
me, and, if the lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me. 
This night's adventure has prov'd ſtrangely lucky to us 
all For Captain Gebet, in his walk, has made bold, 
Mr. Sullen, with your ſtudy and eſcritore, and has ta- 
ken out all the writings of your eſtate, all the articles 
of marriage with your lady, bills, bonds, leaſes, receipts, 
to an infinite value; I took 'em frem him, and I deli. 
ver them to Sir Charles. 

[ Gives him à parcel of papers and parchmer ts, 

Sal. How, my writings! my head achs conſumedly. 
Well, gentlemen,. you ſhall have her fortune, but [ 
can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be 
merry, and celebrate my ſiſter's wedding and my di- 
vorce, you may command my houſe! but my head ach 
ccnſumedly.— Scrub, bring me a dram. 

Arch. Twoud be hard to gueſs which of theſe par- 
ties is the better pleas'd, the couple j Join'd, or the cou- 
ple parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted 
happineſs, and the other in their deliverance from an 
experienc'd miſery. 


Both happy in their feeeral Hates be ic 
Theſe parted by conſent, and thoſe conjoin'd. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the lawyer's fee; 
C onent is law enough to Jet you free. 
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